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BOOK VII. 



I. 

ON THE DANGER OF CONFIDING ONE'S 
SECRET TO A GOAT 

Several weeks had passed. 

It was now the beginning of March. The 
sun, whiph Dubartas, that classic ancestor of 
periphrasis, had not yet named "the grand 
duke of the candles,** was none the less cheer- 
ful and radiant. It was one of those days of 
the early spring which are so mild and beauti- 
ful that all Paris turns out into the squares and 
promenades, and celebrates them as if they 
were Sundays. On days so brilliant, so warm, 
and so serene, there is one hour in particular, 
at which one should go and admire the portal 
of Notre-Dame. It is the moment when the 
. sun, already sinking in the west, almost ex- 
actly faces the cathedral. Its rays, becoming 
more and more horizontal, withdraw slowly 
from the pavement of the Place, and climb- 
along the pinnacled facade, causing its thou- 
sands of figures in relief to stand out from 
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8 NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

their shadows, while the great central rose- 
window glares like a cyclops* eye lighted by 
reflections from his forge. 

It was just that hour. 

Opposite the lofty cathedral, reddened by 
the setting sun, upon a stone balcony, over 
the porch of a handsome Gothic house, at the 
corner of the Place and the Rue du Parvis, 
some lovely young girls were laughing and 
chatting gracefully and playfully. By the 
length of the veil which hung from the peak of 
their pointed coif, twined with pearls, down 
to their heels — ^by the fineness of the worked 
chemisette which covered their shoulders, re- 
vealing, according to the engaging fiashion of 
that time, the swell of their fair virgin bosoms 
— by the richness of their under petticoats, 
still more costly than the upper skirt (admir- 
able refinement !) — ^by the gauze, the silk and 
the velvet, with which the whole was loaded — 
and above all, by the whiteness of their hands, 
which proved that they led a life of idle ease — 
it was easy to divine that they were noble and 
wealthy heiresses. They were, in fact, Damoi- 
selle Fleur-de-Lys de Gondelaurier, and her 
companions, Diane de Christeuil, Amelotte de 
Montmichel, Colombe de Gaillefontaine, and 
- the little De Champchevrier, all damsels of 
good birth, assembled at that moment at the 
house of the widowed lady of De Gondelaurier, 
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•l-HE DANGER OF CONFIDING ONE'S SECRET 9 

on accouBt of Monseigneur de Beaujeu and 
madame his wife, who were to come to Paris 
in the month of April, there to choose maids 
of honor for the Dauphiness Marguerite, on 
the occasion of her reception in Picardy, at 
the hands of the Flemings. Now, all the 
gentry for thirty leagues around were seeking 
this honor for their daughters, and a goodly 
number had already brought or sent them to 
Paris. The damsels in question had been en- 
trusted by their parents to the care of the 
discreet and venerable Madame Aloise de 
Gondelaiurier, widow of a former master of 
the king's cross-bowmen, now living in retire- 
ment with her only daughter, at her house in 
the Place du Parvis-Notre-Dame, at Paris. 

The balcony on which these young girls 
were opened into an apartment richly hung 
with fawn-colored Flanders leather stamped 
with golden foliage. The beams that ran 
across the ceiling, diverting the eye with a 
thousand fantastic carvings, painted and 
gilded. Splendid enamels gleamed here and 
there upon carved chests ; and a boar's head 
made of pottery crowned a magnificent side- 
board, the two steps of which showed that the 
mistress of the house was the wife or widow 
of a knight banneret. At the farther end, 
by a high fireplace, covered with armorial 
bearings and escutcheons from top to bottom. 
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lO NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

sat in a rich crimson velvet armchair, the 
lady of Gondelaurier, whose fifty-five years 
were as plainly written in her dress as on her 
face. 

By her side stood a young man of imposing 
though somewhat vain and swaggering mien, 
one of those handsome fellows about whom all 
women agree, though the grave and discerning 
men shake their heads at them. This young 
cavalier wore the brilliant uniform of a captain 
of the archers of the household troops-^which 
too closely resembled the costume of Jupiter, 
which the reader has already been enabled to 
admire in the first book of this history, for us 
to inflict upon him a second description. 

The damsels were seated, partly in the room, 
partly on the balcony; some on cushions of 
Utrecht velvet with gold comer-plates; others 
on oaken stools carved with flowers and figures. 
Each of them held on her lap a portion of a 
large piece of tapestry, on which they were all 
working together, while a good part of it lay 
on the matting which covered the floor. 

They talked together in that whispering 
tone, and with those half-stifled laughs, pe- 
culiar in an assembly of young girls in whose 
midst there is a young man. The young man, 
whose presence served to set in play all these 
feminine wiles, appeared, himself, to care very 
little about it; and, while these lovely girls 
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THE DANGER OF CONFIDING ONE S SECRET II 

were vieing with each other to attract his 
attention, he seemed to be chiefly absorbed in 
polishing the buckle of his sword-belt with his 
doeskin glove. 

From time to time, the old lady addressed him 
in a low voice, and he replied as best he could, 
with awkward and forced courtesy. From 
the smiles and significant gestures of Madame 
Aloise, from the glances she threw toward her 
daughter Fleur-de-Lys as she spoke low to the 
captain, it was evident that there was here a 
question of some betrothal concluded, some 
marriage near at hand, no doubt, between the 
young man and Fleur-de-Lys. And from the 
cold embarrassed air of the officer, it was easy 
to see that on his side at least there was no 
question of love. His whole manner ex- 
pressed constraint and weariness, which a 
modem French subaltern on garrison duty 
would admirably render by the exclamation, 
"What a beastly bore !" 

The good lady, infatuated, as any silly 
mother might be, with her daughter's charms, 
did not perceive the officer's want of enthu- 
siasm, but exerted herself in a low voice to 
attract his attention to the infinite grace with 
which Fleur-de-Lys plied her needle or wound 
a skein of silk. 

**Do look now, cousin," said she, pulling 
'him by the sleeve that she might speak 
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12 NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

in his ear. ''Look at her! see, now she 
stoops/* 

"Yes, indeed/* answered the young man, 
and he relapsed into his cold abstracted 
silence. 

Shortly after, he had to lean again, on 
Dame Aloise saying : 

"Did you ever see a more charming light- 
some face than that of your betrothed? Can 
anyone be more fair or more lovely? Are 
not those hands perfect? and that neck, does 
it not assume every graceful curve of the 
swan's? — How I envy you at times ! and how 
happy you are, in being a man, wicked rogue 
that you are ! Is not my Fleur-de-Lys ador- 
ably beautiful ? and are you not passionately 
in love with her?*' 

* 'Assuredly, ' * answered he, while his thoughts 
were occupied elsewhere. 

"Speak to her, then,** said Madame Aloise, 
pushing him by the shoulder; "say some- 
thing to her; you*re grown quite timid.** 

We can assure the reader that timidity was 
neither a virtue nor a defect of the captain. 
H6 endeavored, however, to do as he was 
bid. 

"Fair cousin,** said he, approaching Fleur- 
de-Lys, "what is the subject of this tapestry 
which keeps you so busy?** 

"Gentle cousin,** answ^ed Fleur-de-Lys, 
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THE DANGER OF CONFIDING ONE'S SECRET I3 

in a pettish tone, '^I have abready told yon 
three times; it is the grotto of Neptunus.** 

It was evident that Fleur-de-Lys saw more 
clearly than her mother through the cold, 
absent manner of the captain. He felt that 
he must needs make conversation* 

''And for whom is all this fine Neptune* 
work intended?" asked he. 

"For the abbey of Saint-Antoine dei- 
Champs," said Fleur-de-Lys, without raising 
her eyes. 

The captain took up a comer of the t2^>estry : 
"And pray, my fair cousin, who is that big 
gendarme blowing his trumpet till his cheeks, 
are bursting ?" 

"That is Triton," answered she. 

There was still an offended tone perceptible 
in the few words uttered by Fleur-de*Lys. 
The young man understood that it was indis- 
pensable he should whisper in her ear some 
pretty nothing, some gallant compliment — ^no> 
matter what. He accordingly leaned, over, 
but his imagination could furnish nothing 
more tender or familiar than, tiiis: "Why 
does your, mother always wear diat petticoat 
en^roidered with her arms, like our grand- 
mothers of Charles Vn. 's time ? Pray tell her, . 
fair cousin, that it's not the fashion of the 
present day, and that her hinge (gond) and 
laurel (laurier) embroidered upon her dress. 
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14 NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

make her look like a walking mantelpiece. 
Ton honor, no one sits under their banner 
in that way now, I do swear/' 

Fleur-de-Lys raised her fine eyes toward 
his reproachfully : 

"Is that all you have to swear to me?" 
said she in a low tone. 

Meanwhile the good Dame Aloise, delighted 
to see them thus leaning over and whispering 
to each other, exclaimed, playing all the while 
with the clasps of her prayer-book : "Touch- 
ing pictiure of love !" 

The captain, more and more embarrassed, 
returned to the subject of the tapestry. "It 
is really a beautiful piece of work 1*' he cried. 

At this junctiure, Colombe de Gaillefontaine, 
another beautiful, white-skinned blonde, in a 
high-necked gown of blue damask, ventured 
timidly to put in a word, addressed to Fleur- 
de-Lys, but in the hope that the handsome 
captain would answer her : "My dear Gonde- 
laurier, did you ever see the tapestries at the 
Hotel de la Roche-Guyon ?*' 

" Is that not the hotel where the garden is 
attached to the linen-maker of the Louvre?'* 
asked Diane de Christeuil, laughing; for, 
having fine teeth, she laughed on all occa- 
sions. 

"And near that great old tower of the 
ancient wall of Paris?" added Amelotte de 
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THE DANGER OF CONFIDING ONE S SECRET 15 

Montmichel, a pretty, curly-haired, rosy- 
cheeked brunette, who had a habit of sighing, 
as the other of laughing, without knowing 
why. 

"My dear Colombe," said Dame Aloise, 
"are you speaking of the hotel which be- 
longed to Monsieur de Bacqueville in the 
reign of Charles VI. ? There is indeed mag- 
nificent tapestry there, of the high warp." 

"Charles VI. 1 King Charles VI. I" mut- 
tered the young captain, curling his mus- 
tache. "Mon Dieu! what a memory the 
good lady has for by-gone things ! ' * 

Madame de Gondelaurier continued : "Su- 
perb tapestry indeed ! So superioi: that it 
is considered unique ! *' 

At this moment, Bferang^re de Champ- 
chevrier, a little sylph of seven years of age, 
who was gazing into the square through the 
trefoils of the balcony railing, cried out, "Oh! 
do look, dear godmamma Fleur-de-Lys, at 
that pretty dancing-girl who is dancing on 
the pavement, and playing the tambourine 
among the people yonder!** 

The sonorous vibration of a tambourine was, 
in fact, heard by the party. 

'* Some gypsy-girl from Bohemia,*' replied 
Fleur-de-Lys, turning nonchalantly toward 
the square. 

"Let us see! let us see!** cried her lively 
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companions, running to the front of the bal- 
cony, while Fleur-de-Lys, musing over the 
coldness of her affianced lover, followed 
slowly; and the latter, released by this inci- 
dent, which cut short an embarrassing con- 
versation, returned to the farther end of the 
room with the satisfied air of a soldier relieved 
from duty. And yet no unpleasing service 
was that of the lovely Fleur-de-Lys ; and such 
it had once appeared to him ; but the captain 
had by degrees become weary of it, and the 
prospect of an approaching marriage grew 
less attractive to him each day. Besides, he 
was of a fickle disposition ; and, if the truth 
must be told, rather vulgar in his tastes. 
Although of noble birth, he had contracted, 
under his officer's accoutrements, more than 
one of the habits of the common soldier. 
He delighted in the tavern and its accompani- 
ments, and was never at his ease save amidst 
coarse witticisms, military gallantries, easy 
beauties, and as easy conquests. He had 
notwithstanding received from his family some 
education and polish; but he began his career 
too young, had too early kept garrison, and 
each day the varnish of the gentleman became 
more and more worn away under the friction 
of the gendarme's baldric. Though still con- 
tinuing to visit her occasionally, prompted by 
some small remnant of common respect, he 
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felt doubly constrained with Fleur-de-Lys. In 
the first place, because he distributed his love 
so promiscuously that he had but little left 
for her; and in the second, because, sur- 
rounded by a number of stately, starched and 
modest ladies, he was constantly in fear lest 
his tongue, accustomed to the language of 
oaths, should inadvertently break through its 
bounds and let slip some imfortunate tavern- 
slang. The effect may be imagined ! 

And yet, with all this were mingled great 
pretensions to elegance in dress and noble 
bearing. Let these things be reconciled as 
they may — I am but the historian. 

He had been for some minutes thinking, 
or not thinking, but leaning in silence against 
the carved mantelpiece, when Fleur-de-Lys 
turning suddenly, addressed him — for after 
all, the poor girl only pouted in self-defence : 

" Gentle cousin, did you not tell us of a little 
gypsy-girl you saved from a parcel of thieves 
a month or more ago, as you were on the night 
patrol?'' 

" I believe I did, fair cousin," said the cap- 
tain. 

**Well," rejoined she, "perhaps it is that 
very gypsy-girl who is now dancing in the 
Parvis. Come and see if you recognize her, 
cousin Phoebus." 

A secret desire of reconciliation was per- 
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ceptible in the gentle invitation she gave him 
to draw near her, and in the care she took to 
call him by his name. Captain Phoebus de 
Chiteaupers (for it is he whom the reader has 
had before him from the beginning of this 
chapter) with tardy steps approached the bal- 
cony. " There/* said Fleur-de-Lys tenderly, 
placing her hand on his arm, << look at that 
little girl, dancing there in the ring ! — ^Is that 
your gypsy?'* 

Phoebus looked, and said : 

« Yes — I know her by her goat.'* 

" Ah ! — so there is ! — a pretty little goat, in- 
deed!" said Amelotte, clasping her hands 
with delight. 

"Are its horns really gold?" asked little 
Btomgdre. 

Without moving from her fauteuil. Dame 
Aloise inquired : 

" Is it one of those gypsy-girls that arrived 
last year by the Porte Gibard ?" 

" Mother," said Fleur-de-Lys gently, "that 
gate is now called Porte d'Enfer." 

Mademoiselle de Gondelaurier knew how 
much the captain's notions were shocked by 
her mother's antiquated modes of speech. 
Indeed he was already beginning to sneer and 
muttering between his teeth : ** Porte Gibard ! 
Porte Gibard ! That's to make way for King 
Charles VI." 
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" Godmamma/ * exclaimed B^rangdre, whose 
eyes, incessantly in motion, were suddenly 
raised toward the top of the towers of Notre- 
Daihe, "who is that black man up there?" 

All the girls raised their eyes. A man was 
indeed leaning with his elbows upon the top- 
most balustrade of the northern tower, over- 
looking the Gr^ve. It was the figure of a 
priest; and they could clearly discern both his 
costume and his face resting on both his 
hands. He was motionless as a statue. His 
steady gaze was riveted on the Place. 

There was in it something of the immo- 
bility of the kite when it has just discovered 
a nest of sparrows and is looking down 
upon it. 

" It is monsieur the Archdeacon of Joas," 
said Fleur-de-Lys. 

" You have good eyes if you know him at 
this distance,'* observed La Gaillefontaine. 

" How he looks at the little dancing-girl," 
remarked Diane de Christeuil. 

** Let the Egyptian girl beware,*' said Fleur- 
de-Lys; " for he loves not Egypt." 

** 'Tis a great shame that man stares at her 
so," added Amelotte de Montmichel; "for 
she dances delightfully." 

** Fair cousin Phoebus," said Fleur-de-Lys, 
suddenly, * * since you know this little gypsy-girl 
beckon to her to come up. It will amuse us." 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



20 NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

" Oh, yes !*' exclaimed all the young girls, 
clapping their hands. 

"Why! 'tis not worth i;^le," replied 
Phoebus. " She has no doubt forgotten toe; 
and I know not even her name. However, 
since you wish it, ladies, I will try." And 
leaning over the balustrade of the balcony, he 
began to call out — *' Little one !" 

The dancing-girl was not at that moment 
playing her tambourine. She turned her head 
toward the point whence this call proceeded; 
her brilliant eyes rested on Phoebus, and she 
stopped short suddenly. 

** Little one,'* repeated the captain, and he 
beckoned to her to come in. ^ 

The young girl looked at hi^ again ; then 
blushed as if a flame had risen to her cheeks ; 
and, taking her tambourine under her arm, 
she made her way through the midst of the 
gaping spectators, toward the door of the 
house where Phoebus was, with slow, faltering 
steps, and with the agitated look of a bird 
yielding to the fascination of a serpent. 

A moment or two after, the tapestry door 
hanging was raised, and the gypsy appeared 
on the threshold of the room, blushing, con- 
fused, breathless, her large eyes cast down, 
and not daring to advance a step farther. 

B6rangdre clapped her hands. 

Meanwhile, the dancer stood motionless at 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



THE DANGER OF CONFIDING ONE'S SECRET 21 

the entrance of the apartment. Her appear- 
ance had produced a singular effect upon this 
group of young girls. It is certain that all of 
them were more or less influenced by a vague 
and undefined desire of pleasing ^e hand- 
some officer; that the splendid uniform was 
the object at which all their coquetry was 
aimed ; and that^ ever since his entrance, there 
had been a certain secret suppressed rivalry 
among them, which they scarcely acknowl- 
edged even to themselves, but which broke 
forth none the less in their gestures and 
remarks. Nevertheless, as they all possessed 
nearly the same degree of beauty, they con- 
tended with equal arms, and each might 
reasonably hope for victory. The arrival of 
the gypsy-girl suddenly destroyed this equili- 
brium. Her beauty was so rare that, the mo- 
ment she appeared at the entrance of the 
apartment, it seemed as though she diffused a 
sort of light peculiar to herself. Within this 
enclosed chamber, surrounded by its dusky 
hangings and wainscotings, she was incom- 
parably more beautiful and radiant than in 
the public square. She was as the torch sud- 
denly brought from the midday light into the 
shade. The noble damsels were dazzled by it 
in spite of themselves. Each felt that her 
beauty had in some degree suffered. Hence 
their battle-front (if we may be allowed the 
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expression) was changed immediately, though 
not a single word passed between them. But 
they understood each other perfectly. The 
instincts of women comprehend and respond 
to each other more quickly than the under- 
standings of men. An enemy had arrived in 
their midst ; all felt it — ^all rallied. One drop 
of wine is sufficient to redden a whole glass of 
water : to tinge a whole company of pretty 
women with a certain degree of ill hiimor, it 
is only necessary for one still prettier to make 
her appearance — especially when there is but 
one man in the party. 

Thus the g)rpsy-girrs reception proved 
mightily freezing. They eyed her from 
head to foot; then exchanged glances; and 
all was said — ^they understood each other. 
Meanwhile the young girl was waiting to be 
spoken to, in such emotion that she dared not 
raise her eyelids. 

The captain was the first to break silence. 

"Upon my word,*' said he, with his tone 
of brainless assurance, ''here is a charm- 
ing creature! What think you of her, fair 
cousin?" 

This remark, which a more delicate admirer 
would at least have made in an undertone, did 
not tend to dissipate the feminine jealousies 
which were on the alert in the presence of the 
gypsy-girl. 
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Fleur-de-Lys answered the captain with a 
simpering afifectation of disdain — " Not bad. ' * 

The others whispered together. 

At lengthy Madame Alolse, who was not 
the less jealous because she was so for her 
daughter, addressed the dancer: 

" Come hither, little one," said she. 

"Come hither, little one!" repeated, with 
comical dignity, little B^rang^e, who would 
have stood about as high as her hip. 

The gy^y advanced toward the noble dame. 

"My pretty girl," said Phoebus, with em- 
phasis, taking several steps towards her, " I do 
not know whether I have the supreme felicity 
of being recognized by you." 

She interrupted him with a look and smile 
of infinite sweetness. 

"Ohl yes," said she. 

" She has a good memory," observed Fleur- 
de-Lys. 

"Well, now," resumed Phoebus, "you es- 
caped nimbly the other evening. Did I 
frighten you?" 

"Ohl no," said the gypsy. 

There was, in the intonation of that "Ohl 
no," uttered after that "Oh! yes," an in- 
effable something which wounded Fleur-de- 
Lys. 

"You left me in your stead, my beauty," 
continued the captain, whose tongue became 
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unloosed while speaking to a girl from the 
streets, "a rare grim-faced fellow, hmnp- 
backed and one-eyed, the ringer of the 
bishop's bells, I believe.. They tell me he's 
an archdeacon's bastard and a devil by birth. 
He has a droll name too ; they call him Quatre- 
Temps (Ember week), Paques-Fleuries (Palm 
Sunday), Mardi-Gras (Shrove Tuesday), I 
don't know what! — ^the name of some bell- 
ringing festival, in short. And so he thought 
fit to carry you off, as if you were made for 
such fellows as beadles! That is going a little 
too far. What the deuce could that screech- 
owl want with you? Hey, tell me!" 

" I do not know," she replied. 

" What insolence ! a bell-ringer to carry off 
a girl, like a viscoimt ! a lout poaching on the 
game of gentlemen ! a rare piece of assurance, 
truly ! But he paid pretty dear for it. Maltre 
Pierrat Torterue is as rough a groom as ever 
curried a rascal; aad your ringer's hide — ^if 
that will please you — ^got a thorough dressing 
at his hands, I warrant you." 

*'Poor man ! ' ' said the gypsy-girl — ^the scene 
of the pillory brought back to her remem- 
brance by these words. 

The captain burst out laughing. " By the 
bull's horns ! here's pity about as well placed 
as a feather in a pig's tail. May I have a belly 
like a pope, if . . ." 
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He Stopped suddenly short. ** Faidon me, 
ladies — I fear I was about to let slip some non- 
sense or other." 

'^Fie^ monsieur 1" said La Graillefontaine. 

''He speaks to this creature in her own 
language/' added Fleur-de-L3rs in an under- 
tone» her irritation increasing every moment. 
This irritation was not diminished by seeing 
the captain, delighted with the gypsy, and 
most of all with himself, turn round on his 
heel and repeat with coarse, naive and soldier- 
like gallantry: '' A lovely girl, upon my soul ! ' * 

" Very barbarously dressed I" said Diane de 
Christetdl, with the smile which showed her 
fine teeth. 

This remark was a flash of light to the 
others. It showed them the gypsy's assailable 
point; as they could not carp at her beauty, 
they fell foul of her dress. 

" Very true," said La Montmichel. "Pray, 
little girl, where did you learn to run about 
the streets in that way^ without either necker- 
chief or tucker ?" 

''That petticoat is so short that it makes 
one tremble V added La Gaillefontaine. 

" My dear, you will get yourself taken up by 
the sumptuary police for your gilded girdle," 
continued Fleur-de-Lys, with decided sharp- 



' little girl, little girl," resumed Christeuil, 
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with an implacable smile, '< if you had the 
decency to wear sleeves on yoxir arms they 
would not get so sun-bumed." 

It was a sight worthy a more intelligent 
spectator than Phoebus, to watch how these 
fair damsels, with their envenomed and angry 
tongues, twisted, glided and writhed, as it were, 
around the street dancer ; they were at once 
cruel and graceful ; they searched and pried 
maliciously into her poor silly toilet of spangles 
and tinsel. Then followed the laugh, the iron- 
ical jest, humiliations without end. Sarcasms, 
haughty condescensions, and evil looks rained 
down upon the gypsy-girl. One might have 
fancied them some of those young Roman 
ladies that used to amuse themselves with 
thrusting golden pins into the bosom of some 
beautiful slave ; or have likened them to ele- 
gant greyhoimds, turning, wheeling, with dis- 
tended nostrils and eager eyes, around some 
poor hind of the forest which their master's 
eye prevents them from devouring. 

After all, what was a poor dancing*girl of 
the public square to those high-born maidens ? 
They seemed to take no heed of her presence ; 
but spoke of her, before her, and to herself, 
aloud, as of something unclean, abject, and 
yet at the same time passably pretty. 

The gypsy-girl was not insensible to these 
pin-pricks. From time to time, a glow of 
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shame, or a flash of anger inflamed her 
eyes or her cheeks — a disdainful exclamation 
seemed to hover on her lips — she made con- 
temptuously the little grimace with which the 
reader is already fistmiliar — ^but remained mo- 
tionless; she fixed on Phoebus a sad, sweet, 
resigned look. There was also happiness and 
tenderness in that gaze. It seemed as if she 
restrained herself for fear of being driven 
away. 

Phoebus laughed and took the gypsy's part, 
with a mixture of pity and impertinence. 
. "Let them talk, little one," repeated he, 
jingling his gold spurs ; ' * doubtless, your dress 
is a little wild and extravagant; but in a 
charming girl like you, what does that sig- 
nify?" 

" Dear me !" exclaimed the blonde Gaille- 
fontaine, drawing up her sw^i-like throat with 
a bitter smile, " I see that messieurs the king's 
archers take fire easily at bright gypsy eyes. ' ' 

" And why not ?' ' said Phoebus. 

At this rejoinder, uttered carelessly by the 
captain, like a stray stone whose fall one does 
not even watch, Colombe began to laugh, as 
well as Amelotte, Diane, and Fleur-de-Lys, 
into whose eyes a tear started at the same time. 

The gypsy, who had dropped her eyes on 
the floor as Colombe and Gaillefontaine spoke^ 
raised them beaming with joy and pride, and 
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fixed them once more on Phoebus. She was 
very beautiful at that moment. 

The old dame, who was watching this scene, 
felt offended without imderstanding why. 

" Holy Virgin r* cried she suddenly,* 'what's 
that about my legs ? Ah ! the villanous beast! ' * 

It was the goat which had just arrived in 
search of its mistress, and which, in hurrying 
toward her, had entangled its horns in the load 
of drapery which the noble dame's garments 
heaped around her when she was seated. 

This made a diversion. The gypsy disen- 
tangled its horns without saying a word. 

" Oh ! here's the little goat with golden 
hoofs," cried B6rang^re, jumping with joy. 

The gypsy crouched upon her knees, and 
pressed her cheek against the caressing head 
of the goat. It seemed as if she were asking 
its pardon for having left it behind. 

Meanwhile, Diane bent over and whispered 
in Colombe'sear: 

'* Ah ! good heavens ! how is it I did not 
think of it before? 'Tis the gyp&y with the 
goat. They say she's a sorceress, and that her 
goat performs very marvelous tricks." 

" Well," said Colombe, ** fet the goat amuse 
us now in its turn, and perform us a miracle." 

Diane and Colombe eagerly addressed the 
gypsy : ** Little one, make your goat perform 
a miracle." 
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'' I do not know what you mean/' said the 
dandng-girl. 

" Why, a miracle — a conjuring trick — a feat 
of witchcraft." 

'^ I do not understand." And she turned to 
caressing the pretty animal again, repeating, 
"Pjali! Djalil" 

At that moment Fleur-de-Lys noticed ajittle 
bag of embroidered leather hung round the 
goat's neck. 

" What is that ?" she a^ed of the gypsy. 

The girl raised her large eyes toward her, 
and replied gravely, " That is my secret." 

'* I should like to know your secret, ' ' thought 
Fleur-de-Lys. 

Meanwhile, the good dame had risen angrily. 
** Come, come, gy^y, if neither you nor your 
goat have anything to dance to us, what are 
you doing here ?" 

The gypsy directed her steps slowly toward 
the door without making any reply. But the 
nearer she approached it, the slower were her 
steps. An irresistible magnet seemed to retard 
her. Suddenly, she turned her eyes moist- 
ened with tears toward Phoebus, and stood 
still. 

"2k)unds!" cried the captain, "you shall 
not go away thus. Ccnne back and dance for 
us something. By-the-by, my beauty, what's 
your name?" 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



30 NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

'' Esmeralda," said the dancer, without tak- 
ing her eyes off him. 

At this strange name the young women burst 
into an extravagant laugh. 

"A formidable name indeed, for a girl," 
said Diane. 

*' You see," remarked Amelotte, ** that she's 
an enchantress." 

"My dear," exclaimed Dame Alo&e, sol- 
emnly, " your parents never fished that name 
for you out of the baptismal font." 

Meanwhile, B^rang^re, without attracting 
attention, had, a few minutes before, enticed 
the goat into a comer of the room with a piece 
of nut-cake. In an instant they had become 
good friends; and the curious child had untied 
the little bag which hung at the goat's neck, 
had opened it, and spread the contents on the 
matting ; it was an alphabet, each letter being 
inscribed separately on a small tablet of wood. 
No sooner were these toys displayed upon the 
matting, than the child saw, with surprise, the 
goat (one of whose miracles, doubtless, it was) 
select with her gilded hoof -certain letters, and 
arrange them in a particular order by gently 
pushing them together. In a moment they 
formed a word which the goat seemed practised 
in composing, so slight was her hesitation ; and 
B^rang^e suddenly cried out, clasping her 
hands with admiration : 
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«< Godmamma Fleur-de-Lys— do see what 
the goat has been doing 1" 

Fleur-de-Lys hastened to look, Mid sud- 
denly started. The letters arranged on the 
floor formed this word. 

PHOEBUS 

" Did the goat write that?" she asked, with 
a faltering voice. 

" Yes, godmamma," answered Bdrang^e. 

It was impossible to doubt her ;. the child 
could not spell. 

" Here's the secret 1" thought Fleur-de-Lys. 

Meanwhile, at the child's exclamation they 
had all hurried forward to look ; the mother, 
the yoimg ladies, the gypsy, and the officer. . 

The gypsy saw the blimder the goat had 
committed. She turned red — ^then pale — and 
beg^i to tremble like a culprit before the 
captain, who regarded her with a smile of 
satisfaction and astonishment. 

^^FhosbusT* whispered the girls, in amaze- 
ment, " that's the captain's name !" 

"You have a wonderful memory!" said 
Fleur-de-Lys to the stupefied gypsy. Then 
bursting into sobs : *' Oh !" stammered she 
tearfully, hiding her face between her two fair 
hands, "she is a sorceress 1" while she heard 
a voice yet more bitter whisper from her inmost 
heart, " she is a rival I" 
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Stit fell fainting to the floor. 

" My child I my child !" cried the terrified 
mother. ** Begone, you fiendish gypsy 1" 

Esmeralda gathered together the tmlucky 
letters in the twinkling of an eye, made a sign 
to Djali, and quitted the room at one door as 
Fleur-de-L3rs was being, carried out through 
the other. 

Captain Phoebus, left alone, hesitated a 
moment between the two doors ; then followed 
the gypsy. 
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II. 

SHOWING THAT 

A PRIEST AND A PHILOSOPHER 

ARE DIFFERENT PERSONS 

The priest whom the young ladies had 
observed on the top of the northern tower, 
leaning over toward the Square, and so atten- 
tive to the gypsy-girl's dancing, was, in fact, 
the Archdeacon Claude Frollo. 

Our readers have not forgotten the jnys- 
terious cell which the archdeacon had appro- 
priated to himself in this tower. (I do not 
know, let me observe by the way, whether it 
is the same cell, the interior of which may be 
seen to this day through a small square win- 
dow, opening toward the east, at about the 
height of a man from the floor, upon the 
platform from which the towers spring; a 
mere hole, now naked, empty, and falling to 
decay; the ill-plastered walls of which are 
to-day decorated here and there with a parcel 
of sorry yellow engravings representing cathe- 
dral fronts. I presume that this hole is jointly 

33 
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inhabited by bats and spiders^ and^ conse- 
quently, a double war of extermination is 
carried on against the flies). 

Every day, an hour before sunset, the arch- 
deacon ascended the staircase of the tower 
and shut himself up in this cell, where he 
sometimes passed whole nights. On this day, 
just as he had reached the low door of his 
retreat, and was putting into the lock the 
complicated little key, which he always carried 
with him in the purse suspended at his side, 
the sound of a tambourine and castanets 
reached his ear. This^ound proceeded from 
the Square in front of the cathedral. The 
cell, as we have already said, had but one 
window, looking upon the back of the church. 
Claude FroUo had hastily withdrawn the key, 
and in an instant was on the summit of the 
tower, in that gloomy, thoughtful attitude in 
which the young ladies had first seen him. 

There he stood, grave, motionless, absorbed 
in one sight, one thought. All Paris lay at 
his feet; with her thousand spires and her 
circular horizon of gently rolling hills; with 
her river winding under her bridges, and her 
people flowing to and fro through her streets; 
with the cloud of her smoke; with the moun- 
tainous chain of roofs pressing about Notre- 
Dame range upon range. But, in all that city, 
the archdeacon saw but one spot on its pave- 
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ment, the Place du Parvis j in all that crowd, 
but one figure, that of the gypsy. 

It would have been difficult to say what was 
the nature of that glance, or whence arose the 
flame that issued from it. It was a fixed gaze, 
but full of tumult and perturbation. And yet 
firom the profound quiescence of his whole 
body, scarcely shaken now and then by an 
involuntary shiver, as a tree by the wind ; firom 
the rigidity of his arms, more marble-like than 
the balustrade on which they leaned ; from the 
petrified smile which contracted his counten- 
ance, one might have said that no part of 
Claude FroUo was alive but his eyes. 

The gypsy-girl was dancing, twirling her 
tambourine on the tip of her finger, and toss- 
ing it in the air as she danced Proven9al sara- 
bands; agile, light, joyous and unconscious 
of the formidable gaze which fell directly on 
her head. 

The crowd swarmed around her ; from time 
to time, a man, tricked out in a red and yellow 
coat, went round to make them keep the ring ; 
then returned, seated himself in a chair a few 
paces from the dancer, and took the goat's 
head on his knees. This man appeared to be 
the companion of the gypsy. Claude Frollo, 
from his elevated post, could not distinguish 
his features. 

From the moment that the archdeacon 
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perceived this stranger his attention seemed 
divided between the dancer and him, and his 
countenance became more and more sombre. 
All at once he started up, and a thrill shook his 
whole frame. " Who can that man be?" he 
muttered between his teeth. "Until now I 
have always seen her alone." 

He then plunged down under the winding 
vault of the spiral staircase, and once more 
descended. In passing the door of the belfry, 
which was ajar, he saw something which struck 
him ; he beheld Quasimodo, who, leaning out 
of one of the apertures in those great slate 
eaves which resemble enormous blinds, was 
likewise gazing into the Square. He was so 
absorbed in profound contemplation that he 
was not aware of his adoptive father passing 
by. His wild eye had a singular expression ; 
it was a charmed, tender look. ** Strange l" 
murmured Claude ; " can it be the £g3rptian 
at whom he is thus looking ?" He continued 
his descent. In a few minutes the moody 
archdeacon sallied forth into the Square by the 
door at the base of the tower. 

"What has become of the gypsy?" said he, 
mingling with the group of spectators which 
the sound of the tambourine had collected. 

"I know not," answered one of those near- 
est him; "she has but just disappeared. I 
think she is gone to dance some of her fan- 
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dangos in the house opposite^ whither they 
called her." 

In the place of the gypsy-girl, upon the same 
carpet whose arabesques but a moment before 
had seemed to vanish beneath the fantastic 
figures of her dance> the archdeacon saw no 
one but the red and yellow man, who, in order 
to earn a few testers in his turn, was parading 
around the circle, his elbows on his hips, his 
head thrown back, his face red, his neck out- 
stretched, with a chair between his teeth. On 
this chair he had tied a cat, which a woman 
of the neighborhood had lent him, and which 
was spitting in great affright. 

" By Our Lady !*' cried the archdeacon, just 
as the mountebsmk, perspiring heavily, passed 
in front of him with his pyramid of chair and 
cat; "what does Maltre Pierre Gringoire 
there?*' 

The harsh voice of the archdeacon threw 
the poor devil into such commotion that he 
lost his equilibrium, and down fell the whole 
edifice, chair and cat and all, pell-mell upon 
the heads of the bystanders in the midst of 
inextinguishable hootings. 

It is probable that Maltre Pierre Gringoire 
(for he indeed it was) would have had a sorry 
account to settle with the neighbor who owned 
the cat, and all the bruised and scratched faces 
around him, if he had not hastened to profit 
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by the tumult to take refuge in the church, 
whither Claude Frollo had motioned to him 
to follow. 

The cathedral was already dark and de- 
serted ; the transepts were full of shadows, 
and the lamps of the chapels twinkled like 
stars, so black had the arched roofs be- 
come. Only the great rose-window of the 
fa9ade, whose thousand tints were steeped in 
a ray of horizontal sunlight, glistened in the 
dark like a cluster of diamonds, and threw its 
dazzling reflection to the other end of the 
nave. 

When they had proceeded a few steps, Dom 
Claude leaned his back against a pillar and 
looked steadfastly at Gririgoire. This look 
was not the one which Gringoire had dreaded, 
ashamed as he was at being surprised by so 
grave and learned a personage in that merry- 
andrew garb. There was nothing mocking or 
ironical in the priest's glance ; it was serious, 
calm and searching. The archdeacon was 
the first to break silence. 

"Come, now, Maltre Pierre," said he, 
" you are to explain many things to me. And 
first of all, how comes it that you have not 
been seen these two months, and that now one 
finds you in the public squares, in rare guise, 
i* faith, half red, half yellow, like a Caudebec 
apple?" 
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"Messire," said Gringoire, piteonsly, "it 
is in sooth a monstrous garb, and behold 
me about as comfortable in it as a cat 
with a calabash clapped on her head. 'Tis 
wrong, I admit, to expose messieurs, the ser- 
geants of the watch, to the liability of cud- 
gelling, under this cassock, the shoulders of a 
Pythagorean philosopher. But what could I 
do, reverend master? 'Tis the fault of my 
ancient jerkin, which basely forsook me at 
the beginning of the winter, under the pre- 
text that it was falling into tatters, and that it 
required repose in the basket of a rag-picker. 
What was to be done ? Civilization has not 
yet arrived at the point where one may go 
stark naked, as ancient Diogenes wished. 
Add to this, that the wind blew very cold, 
and the month of January is not the time that 
one can successfully attempt to make humanity 
take this new step. This garment offered 
itself— I took it, and left off my old black 
frock, which, for a hermetic like myself, 
was far from being hermetically closed. 
Behold me, then, in my buffoon's habit, 
like Saint Genest. What would you have? 
It's an eclipse. Apollo, you know, tended 
the swine of Admetus." 

" *Tis a fine trade you've taken up," re- 
plied the priest. 

" I confess, my master, that it's better to 
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philosophize and poetize— to blow the flame 
in the fumace, or receive it from heaven — 
than to wear cats as a coat-of-arms. So, 
when you addressed me, I felt as foolish as an 
ass before a roasting-jack. But what was to 
be done, messire?— one must eat every day; 
and the finest Alexandrine verses are not so 
toothsome as a piece of Brie cheese. Now, I 
composed for the Lady Margaret of Flanders, 
that ^unous epithalamium, as you know ; and 
the town has not paid me for it, saying that it 
was not of the best — as though one could give a 
tragedy of Sophocles for fom: crowns. Hence, 
I was near dying of hunger. ELappily, I 
found that I was rather strong in the jaw; so 
I said to this jaw : ' Perform some feats of 
strength and equilibrium — ^find food for thy- 
self—Ale te ipsamJ* A pack of vagabonds, 
who are become my good friends, taught me 
twenty different kinds of Herculean tricks; 
and now I give to my teeth every night the 
bread they have earned during the day by the 
sweat of my brow. After all, concedoy I grant 
that it is but a sorry employ of my intellectual 
faculties, and that man is not made to pass his 
life in playing the tambourine and biting 
chairs* But, reverend master, one must not 
only live, but also gain a livelihood." 

Dom Claude listened in silence. All at 
once his hollow eyes assumed an expression so 
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sagacious and penetrating that Gringoire felt 
himself^ so to speak^ searched to the bottom 
of the soul by that look. 

" Very good, Mattre Pierre ; but how comes 
it that you are now in company with that 
gypsy-dancer?" 

" I'faith,** said Gringoire, " 'tis because she 
is my wife and I am her husband." 

The dark eye of the priest flashed fire. 

'< And hast thou done that, miserable man ?' ' 
he cried, seizing Gringoire's arm with fury; 
''and hast thou been so abandoned by €k)d 
as to lay thy hand upon that girl?" 

"By my hope of Paradise, monseigneur," 
answered Gringoire, trembling in every limb, 
**I swear to you that I have never touched 
her — ^if that be what disturbs you." 

" But what speakest thou, then, of husband 
and wife?" said the priest. 

Gringoire eagerly related to him, as suc- 
cinctly as possible, what the reader already 
knows — ^his adventure of the Cour des Mira- 
cles, and his marriage by the broken jug. It 
appeared, moreover, that this marriage had led 
to no results whatever, and that each evening 
the gypsy-girl contrived to cheat him of his 
nuptials, as she had done on the first night. ' 
" 'Tis a mortification," he said in conclusion; 
" but that comes of my having had the mis- 
fortune to wed a virgin." 
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*' What mean you ?" asked the archdeacon, 
whose agitation had gradually subsided. 

" 'Tis rather difficidt to explain," answered 
the poet. " 'Tis a superstition. My wife is, 
according to what an old thief, who is called 
among us the Duke of Egypt, has told me, a 
foundling— or a lostling, which is the same 
thing. She wears on her neck an amulet, 
which it is affirmed will some day cause her 
to find her parents again, but which would 
lose its virtue if the young maid were to lose 
hers. Hence it follows that both of us re- 
main quite virtuous." 

"So," resumed Claude, whose brow cleared 
more and more, " you believe, Maitre Pierre, 
that this creature has not been approached by " 
any man?" 

**What chance, Dom Claude, can a man 
have against a superstition ? She has got that 
into her head. I assuredly esteem as a rarity 
this nun-like prudery which is preserved un- 
tamed amid those gypsy-girls who are so easily 
brought into subjection. But she has three 
things to protect her : the Duke of Egypt, 
who has taken her under his safeguard, reck- 
oning, perchance, that he shall sell her to 
some gay abb^ ; her whole tribe, who hold her 
in singular veneration, like an Our Lady ; and 
a certain tiny poniard, which the sly minx 
always wears about her in spite of the pro- 
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vest's ordinances^ and which darts forth in her 
hand when you but clasp her waist. *Tis a 
fierce wasp, I can tell you." 

The archdeacon pressed Gringoire with 
questions. 

La Esmeralda was, in Gringoire's opinion, 
an inoffensive, charming, pretty creature, with 
the exception of the pout peculiar to herself — 
an artless and warm-hearted girl, ignorant of 
everything, and enthusiastic about everything, 
not yet aware of the difference between a man 
and a woman, even in her dreams ; just simple 
like that ; fond, above all things, of dancing, 
of bustle, of the open air — a sort of a woman 
bee, with invisible wings on her feet, and liv- 
ing in a perpetual whirl. She owed this dis- 
position to the wandering life she had always 
led. Gringoire had contrived to ascertain 
that, while quite a child, she had traversed 
Spain and Catalonia to Sicily; he believed 
that she had even been taken by the caravan of 
Zingari, to which she belonged, to the king- 
dom of Algiers — a country situated in Achaia 
— ^which country adjoins on one side Lesser 
Albania and Greece, and on the other the 
Sicilian sea, which is the road to Constanti- 
nople. The g5rpsies, said Gringoire, were vas- 
sals to the King of Algiers, in his capacity of 
chief of the nation of the white Moors. Cer- 
tain it was that La Esmeralda had come into 
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France while yet very young, by way of Hun- 
gary. From all those countries the girl had 
brought with her fragments of fantastic jar- 
gons, foreign songs and ideas, which made 
her language as motley as her costume, half 
Parisian, half African. For the rest, the peo- 
ple of the quarters which she frequented loved 
her for her gayety, her gracefulness, her lively 
ways, her dances and her songs. In all the 
town, she believed herself to be hated by two 
persons only, of whom she often spoke with 
dread : the Sachette of the Tour-Roland, a 
miserable recluse, who bore a secret grudge 
against gypsy-women, and who cursed the 
poor dancing-girl every time she passed be- 
fore her loophole; and a priest who never 
met her without casting upon her looks and 
words that affrighted her. The mention of 
this latter circumstance disturbed the arch- 
deacon greatly, though Gringoire scarcely 
noticed his perturbation ; the two months that 
had elapsed having been quite sufficient to 
make the heedless poet forget the singular de- 
tails of that night when he had first met with 
the gypsy-girl, and the presence of the arch- 
deacon on that occasion. Otherwise the little 
dancer feared nothing. She did not tell for- 
tunes, and so was secure from those prose- 
cutions for magic that were so frequently 
instituted against the gypsy-women. And 
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then, Gringoire was as a brother to her, if not 
as a husband. After all, the philosopher very 
patiently endured this kind of Platonic mar- 
riage. At any rate he was sure of food and 
lodging. Every morning he set out from the 
headquarters of the Truands, generally with the 
gypsy-girl ; he assisted her in the crossways to 
gather her harvest of targes (an ancient Bur- 
gundian coin) and petits-blancs (an ancient 
French coin). Every evening he returned with 
her under the same roof, let her bolt herself 
in her own little chamber, and slept the sleep 
of the just — a very agreeable existence on the 
whole, said he, and very favorable to reverie. 
And then, in his heart and conscience, the 
philosopher was not very sure that he was 
madly in love with the gypsy. He loved her 
goat almost as much. It was a charming, 
gentle, intelligent, clever animal; a learned 
goat. Nothing was more common in the 
Middle Ages than those learned animals, which 
excited general wonder, and which frequently 
brought their instructors to the stake. How- 
ever, the witchcraft of the goat with the gilded 
hoofs were very harmless tricks indeed. Grin- 
goire explained them to the archdeacon, whom 
these particulars seemed to interest deeply. 
In most cases it was sufficient to present the 
tambourine to the goat in such or such a man- 
ner, in order to obtain from it the trick de- 
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sired. It had been trained to that by the 
gypsy, who possessed, in these delicate arts, 
so rare a talent that two months had sufficed 
to teach the goat to write with movable letters 
the word "Phoebus." 

" Phoebus ! * * said the priest. *' Why Phoe- 
bus?'' 

"I know not," replied Gringoire; "perhaps it 
is a word which she believes endowed with some 
magical and secret virtue. She often repeats it 
in an undertone when she thinks she is alone. * ' 

"Are you sure," rejoined Claude, with his 
penetrating look, " that it is only a word and 
not a name?" 

" Name of whom?" said the poet. 

"How should I know?" said the priest. 

"That is what I am thinking, messire; 
these gypsies are a sort of Guebres, and wor- 
ship the sun — Whence Phoebus." 

" That does not seem so clear to me as to 
you, Maitre Pierre." 

" After all, that does not concern me. Let 
her mumble her Phoebus to her heart's con- 
tent. One thing is certain. Djali loves me 
almost as much as she does her." 

"Who is this Djali?" 

"The goat." 

The archdeacon dropped his chin into his 
hand and appeared to reflect for a moment. 
Then suddenly turning to Gringoire : 
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" And thou wilt swear that thou hast never 
touched her?" 

" Who ?" said Gringoire. " The goat ?" 

" No — that woman." 

" My wife ? I swear to you I have not." 

** And you are often alone with her?" 

" Every, evening for a good hotu:." 

Dom Claude knit his brows. 

"Oh, ho! Solus cum sold non cogitabuniuf 
orare Pater Noster.^^ (He alone with her 
(alone) will not think of saying paternosters.) 

" Upon my soul, I might say the Pater y and 
the Ave Maria^ and the Credo in Deumpatrem 
omnipotentum (I believe in God the Father 
Almighty), without her taking any more no- 
tice of me than a hen does of a church." 

" Swear to me by thy mother's womb," re- 
peated the archdeacon violently, ** that thou 
hast not so much as touched that creature with 
the tip of thy finger." 

** I could also swear it by my father's head, 
for the two things have more than one affinity. 
But, my reverend master, permit me a question 
in my turn." 

** Speak, sir." 

" What concern is it of yours ?" 

The pale face of the archdeacon crimsoned 
like the cheek of a girl. He kept silence for 
a moment, then answered with visible em- 
barrassment : 
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" Hearken, Maitre Pierre Gringoire. You 
are not yet damned, so far as I know. I take 
an interest in you, and wish you well. Now, 
the least contact with this Egyptian child of 
the devil would make you a vassal of Satan. 
*Tis the body, you know, which ruins the 
soul. Woe to you, if you approach that 
woman. That is all. * * 

"I tried once, "said Gringoire, scratching 
his ear; ''it was the first day, but I got 
stung." 

"You had that effronteryj Maitre Pierre?" 

And the priest's brow darkened again. 

** Another time," continued the poet, smil- 
ing, " before I went to bed, I peeped through 
the keyhole, and I beheld the most delicious 
damsel in her shift that ever made a bed creak 
under her bare foot." 

"Get thee gone to the devil!" cried the 
priest, with a terrible look ; and pushing the 
amazed Gringoire by the shoulders, he plunged 
with long strides beneath the darkest arches 
of the cathedral. 
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THE BELLS 

SJnce his morning on the pillory, the inhab- 
.M»/vS ic the neighborhood of Notre-Dame 
.. .Ki t they noticed that Quasimodo's beU- 
*. .. iU, =.'dor had grown cool. Formerly the 
i> ..> were going on all occasions — long matin 
; ' ; . aes which lasted from primes to complines; 
jx ais from the belfry for high mass ; rich scales 
running up and down the small bells for a 
wedding or a christening, and mingling in the 
air like a rich embroidery of all sorts of de- 
lightful sounds. The old church, vibrating 
jund SOI orous, was in a perpetual joyous whirl 
of be.'ls. Some spirit of noise and caprice 
seemed to sing continuously through those 
mouths of brass. Now that spirit seemed to 
luve departed. The cathedral seemed gloomy 
and wilfully silent. Festivals and funerals had 
the simple peal, bare and unadorned — what 

V ritual demanded, nothing more; of the 

f sound proceeding from a church, that 

i.rgan within, and of the bells with- 
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out; the organ alone remained. It seemed 
as if there was no longer any musician in 
the steeples. Quasimodo, nevertheless, was 
still there; what had happened to him, 
then ? was it that the shame and despair of 
the pillory still rankled in his heart, that 
the lashes of his tormentor's whip rever- 
berated imceasingly in his soul, and that 
his grief at such treatment had wholly ex- 
tinguished in him even his passion for the 
bells? Or was it rather that Marie had a 
rival in the heart of the ringer of Notre- 
Dame, and that the big bell and her fourteen 
sisters were neglected for something more 
beautiful and pleasing ? 

It happened that in the year of Our Lord 
1482, the Annimciation fell on Tuesday, the 
25th of March. On that day the air was so 
pure and light that Quasimodo felt some re- 
turning affection for his bells. He therefore 
went up into the northern tower, while the 
beadle below threw wide open the doors of the 
church, which were then enormous panels of 
strong wood, covered with leather, bordered 
with nails of iron gilt, and framed in carvings 
" most cimningly wrought." 

Having reached the high loft of the belfry, 
Quasimodo gazed for some time, with a sor- 
rowful shake of the head, on his six song- 
stresses, as if lamenting that some other object 
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had intruded into his heart between them and 
him. But when he had set them in motion- 
when he felt that cluster of bells moving imder 
his hand — ^when he saw, for he did not hear 
it, the palpitating octave ascend and descend 
that sonorous scale like a bird hopping from 
branch to branch — when the demon of music, 
that demon who shakes a glittering quiver of 
stretti, trills and arpeggios, had taken pos- 
session of the poor deaf creature, then he be- 
came happy once more; he forgot everything, 
and his heart expanding made his countenance 
radiant. 

He went and came, he clapped his hands ; 
he ran from rope to rope, he encouraged the 
six chimes with voice and gestiure, as a leader 
of the orchestra spurs on intelligent musicians. 

" Go on, Gabrielle," said he, " go on, pour 
forth all thy sound into the Square; ' tis a festival 
to-day. No laziness, Thibauld. What ! thou'rt 
lagging ! Get on with thee. Art grown rusty, 
lazybones? That is well! — quick ! quick I — 
let not thy clapper be seen. Make them all 
deaf like me. Bravo ! Thibauld. Guillaume ! 
Guillaume, thou art the biggest, and Pasquier 
is the smallest, and Pasquier does best. I'll 
lay anything that those that can hear, hear him 
better than thee. Good! good! myGabrielle 
-^harder! harder! Hey! you there. The 
Sparrows, what are you both about ? I don't see 
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you make the least noise. What's the mean- 
ing of those brazen beaks of yours^ that seem 
to be gaping when they ought to be singing ? 
Come — ^work away! 'tis the Annunciation. 
The Sim is fine, the chime must be fine also. 
Poor Guillaume — ^thou art quite out of breath, 
my big fellow I" 

He was wholly absorbed in goading on his 
bells, which were all six leaping, each better 
than the other, and shaking their shining 
haunches like a noisy team of Spanish mules 
urged forward by the apostrophizings of the 
muleteer. 

All at once, letting his glance fall between 
the large slate scales which cover, at a certain 
height, the perpendicular wall of the belfry, 
he descried on the Square a young girl fantas- 
tically dressed, who stopped, spread out on 
the groimd a carpet on which a little goat 
came and placed itself, and around whom a 
group of spectators made a circle. This view 
suddenly changed the course of his ideas, and 
congealed his musical enthusiasm as a breath 
of air congeals melted rosin. He stopped, 
turned his back to the bells, and crouched be- 
hind the slate eaves, fixing on the dancer that 
thoughtful, tender and softened look which 
had already astonished the archdeacon on one 
occasion. Meanwhile, the forgotten bells 
died away abruptly and all together, to the 
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great disappointment of the lovers of chimes 
who were listening to the peal in good earnest 
from off the Pont-au-Change, and who went 
away dimibfounded, like a dog who has been 
offered a bone and given a stone. 
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ANAFKH 

(Doom) 

It chanced that upon one fine morning in 
this same month of March — ^I think it was on 
Saturday, the 29th, St. Eustache's day— our 
young college friend, Jehan Frollo du Moulin, 
perceived, as he was dressing himself, that his 
breeches, which contained his purse, emitted 
no metallic soimd. *'Poor purse!** said he, 
drawing it forth from his pocket. *'What! 
not one little parisis ! How cruelly have dice, 
beer-pots and Venus depleted thee! Be- 
hold thee empty, wrinkled and limp I Thou 
art like the throat of a fury! I ask you, 
Messire Cicero and Messire Seneca, whose 
dog's-eared tomes I see scattered upon the 
floor, what profits it me to know better than a 
governor of the mint, or a Jew of the Pont- 
aux-Changeurs, that a gold ^cu stamped with 
the crown is worth thirty-five unzains at 
twenty-five sous eight deniers parisis each; 
and that an 6:u stamped with the crescent is 
worth thirty-six unzains at twenty-six sous six 
54 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 




Digitized by 



Google 



'anAtkh 55 

deniers tournois apiece, if I have not one 
miserable black Hard to risk upon the double- 
six? Oh! Consul Cicero! this is not a cal- 
amity from which one extricates one's self 
with periphrases — by quem-ad-modums ("after- 
the-manner-in-whiches'*) and hy verum-enim' 
veros ("but-indeeds**). 

He dressed himself sadly. A thought struck 
him as he was lacing his boots, but he at first 
rejected it; nevertheless, it returned, and he 
put on his waistcoat wrong side out, an evi- 
dent sign of a violent internal struggle. At 
last he dashed his cap vehemently on the 
ground, and exclsumed : "Be it so ! come 
what may, I'll go to my brother. I shall 
catch a sermon, but I shall also catch a 
crown/' 

He then hastily donned his fur-trimmed 
jacket, picked up his cap, and rushed out like 
a madman. 

He turned down the Rue de la Harpe, in 
the direction of the City. Passing the Rue de 
la Huchette, the odor from those admirable 
spits, which were incessantly going, tickled 
his olfactories, and he cast an affectionate 
glance toward that cyclopean cook-shop which 
one day drew from Calatagirone, the Fran- 
ciscan, the pathetic exclamation : VeramentCy 
queste rotisserie sono cosa stupenda / (Verily, 
these cook-shops be stupendous places !) But 
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Jehan had not the wherewithal to buy a 
breakfast; and he plunged, with a profound 
sigh, under the gateway of the Petit-Chatelet, 
that huge, double trefoil of massive towers 
which guarded the entrance to the City. 

He did not even take the time to throw a 
stone in passing, as it was then customary, at 
the wretched statue of that Perinet Leclerc 
who had given up the Paris of Charles VI. to 
the English, a crime which his ef&gy, the face 
battered with stones and soiled with mud, 
expiated during three centuries, at the comer 
of the streets de la ELarpe and de Bussy, as 
in a perpetual pillory. 

Crossing the Petit-Font, and striding down 
the Rue Neuve-Sainte-Genevidve, Jehan de 
Mblendino found himself in front of Notre- 
Dame. Then all his indecision returned, and 
he walked about for some moments around 
the statue of M. Le Gris, repeating to himself 
with anguish, *'The sermon is sure, the crown 
piece is doubtful." 

He stopped a beadle who was coming from 
the cloisters — "Where is monsieur the Arch- 
deacon of Josas?" 

**I believe he is in his cell in the tower," 
said the beadle; "and I would not advise you 
to disturb him there unless you come from 
some one like the pope or the king himself." 

Jehan clapped his hands. 
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** By Satan ! here is a splendid opportunity 
for seeing the famous sorcery-box!*' 

Being brought to a decision by this re- 
flection, he boldly entered through the little, 
dark doorway, and began to ascend the wind- 
ing staircase of Saint Gilles, which leads to the 
upper stories of the tower. "I shall see !" he 
said, as he proceeded. **By the ravens of 
the Holy Virgin! it must needs be a curious 
thing, that cell which my reverend brother 
hides so secretly! 'Tis said that he lights 
up the kitchens of hell there, and cooks the 
philosopher's stone over the blaze. Egad! I 
care as little for the philosopher's stone as 
for a pebble; and I'd rather find an ome- 
let of Easter eggs fried in lard on his oven 
than the biggest philosopher's stone in the 
world!" 

Reaching the gallery of little columns, 
he stopped to breathe a moment, swearing 
against the interminable staircase by we 
know not how many million cart-loads of 
devils; he then continued his ascent by the 
narrow door of the northern tower, which is 
now closed to the public. Just after he had 
passed the cage of the bells, he came upon a 
little landing-place, built in a lateral recess, 
and, under the arch, a low pointed door; 
while a loophole opposite, in the circular wall 
of the staircase, enabled him to discern its 
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enormous lock and strong iron bars. Persons 
desirous of visiting this door at the present 
time may recognize it by this inscription, in 
white letters, on the black wall: J' adore 
CoRALiE. 1829. Signiy Ugifu. (I adore 
Coralie. 1829. Signed, Ug^e.) **Signi*' 
is in the original. 

"Whew!** said the scholar, "'Tis here, no 
doubt." 

The key was in the lock. The door was 
close to him; he pushed it gently, and put 
his head through the opening. 

The reader has without doubt seen some of 
those admirable sketches by Rembrandt — ^that 
Shakespeare of painting. Among many mar- 
velous engravings there is one especial etch- 
ing which is supposed to represent Doctor 
Faustus, and at which it is impossible to look 
without being dazzled. It represents a gloomy 
cell; in the middle is a table, loaded with 
hideous objects — death's heads, spheres, alem- 
bics, compasses, hieroglyphic parchments. 
The doctor is at this table, clad in his coarse 
great-coat, and covered to the very eyebrows 
with his fur cap. Only half of his body is 
seen. He has half risen from his immense 
armchair, his clenched fists rest on the table, 
and he is gazing with curiosity and terror at 
a luminous circle, formed of magic letters, 
which gleams from the wall in the back- 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



'anAtkh 59 

ground like the solar spectrum in the camera 
obscura. This cabalistic sun seems to tremble 
before the eye, and fills the wan cell with its 
m}rsterious radiance. It is horrible and it is 
beautiful. 

Something very similar to Faust's cell ap- 
peared to Jehan when he ventiured to put his 
head in at the half-open door. It was a 
similar, gloomy, dimly-lighted retreat. There 
also was a large armchair and a large table ; 
compasses; alembics; skeletons of animals 
suspended from the ceiling; a globe rolling 
on the floor; hippocephali pell-mell with 
glass jars in which quivered leaf gold; skulls 
placed on parchments scrawled over with 
figures and letters; thick manuscripts piled 
up, all open, without any pity for the crack- 
ing comers of the parchment; in short, all 
the rubbish of science; dust and cobwebs 
covering the whole heap; but there was no 
circle of luminous letters, no doctor in ec- 
stasy, contemplating the flaming vision as the 
eagle gazes at the sim. 

And yet the cell was not deserted. A man 
sat in the armchair, bending over the table. 
Jehan, to whom his back was turned, could 
only see his shoulders and the back of his 
head ; but he had no difficulty in recognizing 
that bald head, which Nature had provided 
with an everlasting tonsure, as if wishing to 
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mark, by this outward symbol, the arch- 
deacon's irresistible clerical vocation. 

Jehan accordingly recognized his brother; 
but the door had been opened so gently that 
Dom Claude was not aware of his presence. 
The inquisitive student availed himself of the 
opportunity to examine the cell for a few mo- 
ments at his leisure. A large furnace, which 
he had not at first observed, was to the left of 
the armchair, beneath the dormer-window. 
The ray of light which penetrated through 
this aperture made its way through the circular 
web of a spider, which tastefully inscribed its 
delicate rose in the arch of the window, and 
in whose centre the insect architect hung 
motionless, like the nave of this lace wheel. 
On the furnace were heaped in disorder all 
sorts of vessels— earthenware flasks, glass re- 
torts, coal mattresses. Jehan noticed with a 
sigh that there was not a single saucepan. 
^*The kitchen utensils are cold T' thought he. 

In fact, there was no fire in the furnace, 
nor did it appear to have been lighted for 
a considerable time. A glass mask, which 
Jehan noted among the alchemist's tools, and 
doubtless used to protect the archdeacon's 
face when handling any dangerous substance, 
lay in a comer, covered with dust, and ap- 
parently forgotten. Beside it lay a pair of 
bellows, equally dusty, the upper side of 
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which bore this motto encrusted in let- 
ters of copper — Spira^ spcral (Blow, and 
hope!) 

Other mottoes were, according to the cus- 
tom of the hermetic philosoph^s, written on 
the walls in great niunber; some traced in ink, 
others engraved with a metallic point. There 
were, moreover, Gothic, Hebrew, Greek and 
Roman characters, pell-mell together; in- 
scriptions overflowing at random, one upon 
the other, the newest effacing the oldest, and 
all entangled together like the branches in a 
thicket, or pikes in an affray. It was, in fact, 
a confused medley of all human philosophy, 
thought and knowledge. Here and there one 
shone out above the rest like a banner amid 
the spear-heads. Generally, it was some brief 
Latin or Greek device, such as the Middle 
Ages knew so well how to formulate: Undi f 
Indif (Whence? Thence?) Homo homitd 
monsirum/ (Man a marvel to man.) Astra, 
castra, nometty numen. (Thy stars, my camp ; 
thy name, my power.) Mi^o^ Pt^Xiov fifya i^aa^dv. 
(A great book, a great evil.) Sapere aude. 
(Dare to know.) Fiat ubi vult. (It blow- 
eth whither it listeth.) Etc. Sometimes a 
word apparently devoid of all meaning, as 
^ Avayrioipixfia (Hard fisure) — which perhaps 
concealed some bitter allusion to the mon- 
astic system; sometimes a simple maxim 
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of clerical discipline, set forth in a regular 
hexameter: 

** Cselestem dominum, terrestrem dicito domnum/' 

There were also Hebrew hieroglyphics, of 
which Jehan, who as yet knew even little 
Greek, understood nothing; and the whole 
was crossed in all directions with stars, figures 
of men or animals, and triangles intersecting 
each other; which contributed in no small 
degree to liken the daubed wall of the cell to 
a sheet of paper over which a monkey has 
been dragging about a penful of ink. 

The general appearance of the cell, in 
short, was one of neglect and ruin; and the 
sorry condition of the utensils led to the con- 
jecture that their owner had for some time 
been distracted from his labors by other cares. 

This master, however, bending over a vast 
manuscript, adorned with singular paintings, 
seemed tormented with a thought which 
mingled constantly with his meditations. At 
least, so Jehan judged from hearing him ex- 
claim, with the pensive pauses of a dreamer, 
who thinks aloud : 

"Yes; so Manou asserted and Zoroaster 
taught ! the sun is bom of fire ; the moon of 
the sun. Fire is the soul of the universe; its 
elementary atoms are diffused and in constant 
flow throughout the world, by an infinite 
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number of channels. At the points where 
these currents cross each other in the heaven? 
they produce light; at their points of inter- 
section in the earth they produce gold. 
Light — gold; the same thing. From fire to 
the concrete state. The diflference between 
the visible and the palpable, the fluid and the 
solid, in the same substance — ^between steam 
and ice — ^nothing more. These are not mere 
dreams; it is the general law of Nature. But 
how are we to wrest from science the secret of 
this general law? Why! this light which 
bathes my hand is gold! these same atoms 
expanded in harmony with a certain law 
only require to be condensed in accordance 
with a certain other law! And how? Some 
have thought it was by burying a sunbeam. 
Averroes — yes, it was Averroes — Averroes 
interred one under the first column to the 
left in the sanctuary of the Koran, in the 
great mosque of Cordova; but the vault may 
not be opened, to see if the operation be 
successful, until eight thousand years have 



" The devil ! * *■ said Jehan to himself, " here's 
a long while to wait for a crown.*' 

*' Others have thought," continued the arch- 
deacon, musing, "that it would be better to 
operate upon a ray of Sirius. But it is 
difficult to obtain one of his rays pure, be- . 
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cause of the simultaneous presence of other 
stars, whose rays mingle with it. Flamel 
esteemed it more simple to operate upon ter- 
restrial fire. Flamel I there's predestination 
in the name! Flatnma! — ^Yes, fire. That is 
all. The diamond is in charcoal; gold is in 
fire. But how to extract it? Magistri affirms 
that there are certain feminine names which 
possess a charm so sweet and mysterious that 
it suffices to pronounce them during the 
operation. Let us read what Manou says on 
the matter: * Where women are honored, the 
divinities rejoice; where they are despised, it 
is useless to pray to God. A woman's mouth 
is ever pure; it is like running water, like a 
sunbeam. A woman's name should be pleas- 
ing, soft and fanciful, should end with a long 
vowel, and resemble words of benediction.' 
Yes, the sage is right ; in truth, Maria — Sophia 
— ^Esmeral • . . Damnation! Again that 
thought." 

And he closed the book with violence. 

He passed his hand across his brow, as if to 
drive away the idea which possessed him ; then 
he took from the table a nail and a small 
hammer, the handle of which was curiously 
painted in cabalistic characters. 

"For some time," said he, with a bitter 
smile, "I have failed in all my experiments; 
one idea possesses me, and sears my brain like 
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a red-hot iron. I have not even been able to 
discover the secret of Cassiodoros, whose lamp 
burned without wick c»: oil — and yet a simple 
matter." 

^'A plague upon it!" said Jehan dirough 
his teeth. 

"A single wretched thought, then," con- 
tinued the priest, ''is enough to make a man 
weak or mad! Ohi how Claude Pemelle 
would laugh at me — she who could not for a 
moment turn aside Nicolas Flamd from hk 
ptursuit of the great work I What ! I hold in 
my hand the magic hammer of Ezekiel 1 At 
every blow which the formidable irabbi, from 
^ depths of his cell, struck upon this nail 
with this hammer, that one of his enemies 
wIkhu he had ccmdemned, were he two thou- 
sand leagues off, sank a cubit's depth into the 
earth, which swallowed him up. The king of 
France himself, in consequence of having one 
evening inconsiderately knocked at the door 
of the thaumaturgus, sank up to the knees in 
the pavement c^ his own dty of Paris. This 
happened tiiree centuries ago. Well! I have 
the hammer and the nail, and yet these imple- 
ments are no mare formidable in my hands 
than a club in the hands of a maker of edged 
tools. And y^ it is only necessary to dis- 
cover the magic word which Ezekiel pro- 
BOBnced as he struck upon the nail." 
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* * Nonsense I ' ' thought Jehan. 

^'Come, let us try," resiuned the arch- 
deacon, eagerly. "If I succeed, I shall 
behold a blue spark flash from the head 
of the nail. Emen-heiani Emen-heian ! 
That's not it. Sigeatd! Sigeanil May this 
nail open the grave for whosoever bears the 
name of Phoebus 1 ... A curse upon it! 
still, again, eternally the same ideal" 

And he flung the hammer from him angrily. 
Then he sank so deep into his armchair and 
over the table that Jehan lost sight of him 
behind the high back of the chair. For some 
moments he saw nothing but his fist convul- 
sively clenched upon a book. All at once, 
Dom Claude arose, took a pair of compasses, 
and silently engraved upon the wall, in capital 
letters, this Greek word: 

ANAFKH. 

"My brother is mad," said Jehan to him- 
self; "it would have been much simpler to 
have written -Farfew— every one is not obliged 
to know Greek." 

The archdeacon resiuned his seat in his 
armchair, and leaned his head on both his 
hands, like a sick man whose brow is heavy 
and burning. 

The student watched his brother in sur- 
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prise. He, who carried his heart in his hand, 
who observed no other law in the world but 
the good old law of Nature, who allowed his 
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one just arriving and giving notice of fads 
approach. 

"Come in," cried the archdeacon from the 
interior of his celL "I was expecting you; 
I left the key in the door purposely; come in, 
Mfidtre Jacques." 

The student entered boldly. The, arch- 
deacon, much annoyed by such a visit in such 
a place, started in his chair. "What! is it 
you, Jehan?" 

" 'Tis a J, at any rate," said the student, 
with his ruddy, merry and impudent face. 

The countenance of Dom Claude resumed 
its usual, severe expression. 

"What brings you hither?" 

"Brother," replied the student, endeavor- 
ing to assume a decent, serious and modest 
demeanor, twirling his cap in his hands with 
an air of innocence, "I am come to ask of 
yoit-" 

"What?" 

**A little moral lecture, of which I have 
great need." Jehan dared not add aldud, 
"and a little money, of which I have still 
greater need." This last part of his sentence 
remained unuttered. 

"Sir," said the archdeacon in a cold tone, 
^'I am greatly displeased with you." 

"Aias!" sidled the student. 

Dom Claude turned half arcamd in his 
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chair and looked steadily at Jehan : ^' I am 
TCiy glad to see jrou." 

This was a formidable exordium. Jdian 
prepared for a rough encounter. 

"Jehan, I hear complaints of you every 
day. What affray was that in which you beat 
with a cudgel a certain little viscount, Albert 
de Ramonchamp?'' 

"Oh!" said Jehan; "a vast thing that! a 
scurvy page amused himself with splashing 
the students by making his horse gallop 
through the mire." 

"How about that Mahiet Fargel, whose 
gown you tore? Tunicam dechiraverunt^ 
(They have torn the robe,) saith the com- 
plaint." 

"Pshaw! a sorry Montaigu hood! that's 
all." 

"The accusation says tunicam — not cappeU 
tarn. Do you know Latin?" 

Jehan nuule no answer^ 

"Yes," continued the priest, shaking his 
head, " this is what study and letters are come 
to now ! The Latin tongue is scarcely imder- 
stood; the Syriac unknown; the Greek so 
odious that it is not considered ignorance 
in the most learned to skip a Greek word 
without reading it, and to say: Grcuum est, 
nan legitur. (It is Greek, it is not read.) 

The student raised his eyes boldly. "Mon- 
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sieur my brother, doth it please you that I 
shall explain in good French vernacular that 
Greek word which is written yonder on the 
waU?*' 

"What word?" 

"'AnATkh." 

A slight flush spread over the high cheek- 
bones of the archdeacon, like the puff of 
smoke announcing externally the secret com- 
motions of a volcano. The student hardly 
noticed it. 

"Well, Jehan," stammered the elder bro- 
ther, with an effort, "what is the meaning of 
yonder word?" 

"Fate." 

Dom Claude turned pale again, and the 
student pursued carelessly : 

"And that word below it, graven by the 
same hand, Apap^eia, signifies impurity. You 
see I know my Greek." 

The archdeacon remained silent. This 
Greek lesson had set him musing. 

Master Jehan, who had all the cunning of a 
spoiled child, judged the moment a favorable 
one to venture his request. Assuming, there- 
fore, a particularly soft tone, he began : 

" My dear brother, do you hate me so, then, 
as to look grim at me on account of a few 
paltry cuffs and blows dealt, in feir fight, 
amongst a pack of boys and marmosets, ^i- 
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husdam marmosetisf You see I know my 
Latin, brother Claude/' 

But all this £3iwning hypocrisy had not its 
accustomed effect on the severe elder brother. 
Cerberus did not bite at the honey-cake. 
The archdeacon's brow did not lose a single 
wrinkle. 

** What are you driving at ?" said he, dryly. 

^*Well, in point of fact, this," answered 
Jehan, bravely, **I need money." 

At this bold declaration the archdeacon's 
face assiuned quite a pedagogic and paternal 
expression : 

" You know. Master Jehan, that our fief of 
Tirechappe only brings in, including both the 
quit-rents and the rents of the twenty-one 
houses, thirty-nine pounds eleven pence six 
Paris farthings. It's half as much again as in 
the time of the brothers Padet ; but it is not 
much." 

'^ I need money," said Jehan, stoically. 

"You know that the official decided that 
our twenty-one houses were held in full fee of 
the bishopric, and that we could only redeem 
this homage by paying to his reverence the 
bishop two marks of silver gilt, at six Paris 
pounds each. Now these two marks I have not 
yet been able to get together. You know it." 

"I know that I need money," repeated 
Jehan, for the third time. 
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"And what would you do wilii it?" 

This question caused a flash ci hope to 
gleam bdbre Jdian's eyes. He resumed his 
demure, caressing manner. 

"Hark you, dear brother Qaude — ^I would 
not come to 3rou with any evil intuition. It 
is not to cut a dash in the taverns with your 
money, or to parade the streets of Paris in 
gold Inrocade trappings, with my lackeys — 
cum meo laqtumo. No, brother; 'tis for a 
good work." 

"What good work?" asked Claude, some- 
what surprised. 

"Two of my frknds wisii to purchase an 
outfit for the infeint of a poor Haudriette 
widow — ^it is a diarity — it will cost three 
florins, and I should like to contribute my 
share." 

"What are tiie names erf your two friends?" 

"Pierre TAssommeur and Baptiste Croque- 
Oison." (Peter the Saughterer and Baptist 
Crack-CrOsUng.) 

"Hun^)hl" said the archdeacon; "Aose 
are names as fit for a good work as a catapult 
for the high altar." 

It is certain that Jehan had chosen very 
badly the names of his two friends. He 
reaEzed it too late. 

"And then," continued the shrewd Claude, 
"what sort of an infant's cmtfit is it that is to 
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cost three florins, and that for the child of a 
Haudriette? Since when have the Haudriette 
widows taten to having brats in swaddling- 
dothes?" 

Jdian broke the itt once more. — "WeU, 
then, I waiBt some money to go and see 
Isabeau la Thierryey to-night, at the Val 
d'Amour." 

'' Impure wretch P' exclaimed tbt priest 

^^Avkpiim /'* (Impurity !) said Jehan. 

This quotation, wbkii the student borrowed^ 
perhaps mischievously, from the wall of tl» 
cell, had a angular effect upcm the priest. He 
bit his lip^ and his wrath was extinguished in 
a crimson fla^ 

'^B^^neT'saidheto Jehan; ^'I am expect- 
ing someone." 

The schdar made one more effort. 

^^ Brother Claude, give me, at kast, one 
little farthing for something to eat.'' 

"How fiar have jrou got in the decretals of 
Gratian?'' asked Dom Claude. 

"I've lost my copy-books." 

" Where are you in the Latin humanities?" 

"Somebody has stolen my copy of Ho- 
ratius." 

"Where are you in Aristotle?" 

"I' faith, brother, what father of the Church 
is it who says the &cTors of heretics have ever 
found shelter amid the thickets of Aristotle's 
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metaphysics ? A fig for Aristotle ! I'll never 
mangle my religion with his metaphysics." 

"Young man/' continued the archdeacon, 
"at the king's last entry there was a gentle- 
man, named Philippe de Comines, who wore 
embroidered on the housings of his horse this 
device, upon which I counsel you to meditate: 
Qui non laborat nan manducef* (He who 
labors not eats not.) 

The student remained silent a moment, his 
finger in his ear, his eyes bent on the ground, 
and an angry countenance. 

All at once he turned toward Claude with 
the brisk motion of a water-wagtail. 

"So, good brother, you refijse to give me a 
penny to buy me a crust at the baker's?" 

^^ Qui non laborat non manducet** 

At this answer of the inflexible archdeacon, 
Jehan hid his head between his hands, like a 
woman sobbing, and exclaimed, with an ex- 
pression of despair, " (? rororororcv/" (An 
exclamation indicative of despair.) 

"What does all this mean, sir?" asked 
Claude, amazed at this outburst. 

"What, indeed?" said the student, and he 
looked up at Claude with impudent eyes, into 
which he had been rubbing his fists, to make 
them look as if they were red with tears ; " it is 
Greek — 'tis an anapest of iEschylus which 
expresses grief perfectly." 
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And here he burst into a laugh, so droll and 
so iingovemable that the archdeacon could 
not help smiling. It was in fact Claude's 
fault: why had he so spoiled this boy? 

"Oh, good brother Claude/' continued 
Jehan, emboldened by this smile, "see now 
my broken buskins. Can any tragedy in the 
world be more pathetic than boots whose sole$ 
are hanging out their tongues ?" 

The archdeacon had quickly resumed his 
former sternness. * ' I will send you new boots, 
but no money." 

"Only one poor little penny, brother," 
persisted the suppliant Jehan. "I'll learn 
Gratian by heart — I'll believe well in God — 
I'll be a perfect Pythagoras of science and 
virtue! Only one little penny, for pity's 
sake! Would you have me devoured by 
famine, whose jaws are gaping before me, 
blacker, deeper and more noisome than Tar- 
tarus or than a monk's nose?" 

Dom Cladde shook his wrinkled head — 
^^Qui non labor at . . ." 

Jehan did not let him finish. 

"Well, then," cried he, "to the devil! 
Now for a joyous time ! I'll go to the tavern 
— I'll fight — I'll break pots, and go and see 
the wenches!" 

Thereupon he hurled his cap at the wall, 
and snai^)ed his fingers like castanets. 
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The acchdeacoa eyed him with gloomy look. 

^^Jehan, you have no soul." 

^'In that case, according to Epicnrus^ I 
lack a something, made of another some- 
tiung, winch has no name.'* 

^'Jdian, yx>vi must think seriously of reform.'* 

^^Oh, oHBe now/' cried the student, look- 
ing altematdy at his brother and at the 
alembics on the ftimace, "everything's atwist 
here; I see — ^ideas as well as bottles." 

" Jehan, yon are on a very slippery, down- 
ward path; know you whither you are 
going?" 

"To the tavern," said Jehan. 

"The tavern leads to the pillory." 

" 'Tis a lantan like any other, and 'twas 
pediaps the one with which Diogenes found 
his man." 

" The pillory leads to the gallows." 

"The gallows is a balance which has a 
man at one end and the whole world at the 
other. 'Tis fine to be the man." 

"The gallows leads to hell." 

"That's a rousing fire." 

" Jehan, Jehan ! The end will be bad. " 

" 'Twill have had a good beginning." 

At this moment the sound of a footfall was 
heard on the stairs. 

' ' Silence ! ' ' said the archdeacon, putting his 
finger to his lip; ' 'here is Maltre Jacques. Hark 
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you, Jehan/* added he, in a low tone, "be- 
ware of ever speaking of what you have seen 
and heard here. Hide yourself quickly under 
this furnace, and do not breathe." 

The student crept under the furnace, and 
there a happy thought struck him. 

*'By the way, brother Claude— a florin for 
not breathing!" 

* ' Silence ! I promise it . " 

"You must give it to me." 

"Take it, thenl" said the ardideacon, 
throwing him his pouch angrily. Jehan 
crept under the furnace again, and the door 
opened. 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



THE TWO MEN IN BLACK 

The personage who entered wore a black 
gown and a gloomy mien. What, at the first 
glance, struck our friend Jehan (who, as may 
well be supposed, so placed himself in his 
comer as to be able to see and hear every- 
thing at his good pleasure) was the perfect 
sadness of the garb and the countenance of 
this new-comer. A certain meekness at the 
same time overspread that face; but it was 
the meekness of a cat, or of a judge — a. 
sort of affected gentleness. He was very 
gray and wrinkled, bordering on sixty; his 
eyes blinked, his eyebrows were white, his lip 
pendulous and his hands large. When Jehan 
saw that it was nobody — that is, probably, only 
a physician or a magistrate^ — and that this 
man's nose was at a great distance from his 
mouth, a sign of stupidity, he ensconced him- 
self in his hole, in despair at having to pass 
an indefinite length of time in such an uncom- 
fortable position, and in such poor company. 
78 
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The archdeacon, meanwhile, had not even 
risen to receive this person. He motioned 
to him to be seated on a stool near the door; 
and after a few moments* silence, during 
which he seemed to be pursuing a previous 
meditation, he said to him in a somewhat 
patronizing tone, '* Good-day, Maltre Jac- 
ques." 

"Greeting, maltre," replied the man in 
black. 

In the two wa)rs of pronouncing^, on the 
one hand, this Maitre Jacques^ and, or, rl e 
c: er, this maitre by itself, the di-IVr*: vc 
^ iLg my lord and sir, between dotnine sir) 
ano dcmne (sire). It clearly bespoke the 
teacher and the disciple. 

• •^VeU/* resumed the archdeacon, after an- 
other silence, which Maitre Jacques took ^ood 
care not to break, '*are you succeeding?'* 

**AlasI maitre,** said the other with a 
sorrowful smile; *'I keep on blowing. Plenty 
of ashes, but not a spark of gold.** 

Dom Claude made a gesture of impatience. 

**I was not talking of that, Maitrt Jacques 
Chamiolue, but of the trial of your magician — 
is it not Marc Cenaine that you call him? — 
the butler of the ("ourt of Accounts ? Does 
he confess his sorcery ? Have you been suc- 
cessful with the torture?** 

"Alas, no!*' replied Maitre Jacques, still 
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with }us sad smile, '^we have not that conso- 
lation. That man is a stone ; we might boil 
him at the Pig-market before he would say 
anything. However, we spare no pains to 
get at the truth. He has already every joint 
dislocated. We are trying everything we can 
think of, as saith the old comic writer Hautus: 

Advorsam stimulos, laminas, crucesque, compedesqae, 
Nenros, catenas, carceres, numellas, pedkas, boias. 

(Against the whips, the searing-irons, and the crosses 

and the fetters, 
The cords, the chains, the prisons, the stocks, the 

shackles, the collars.) 

But all to no purpose — that man is terrible; 
I lose my labor with him,'* 

"You have foimd nothing tether in his 
house?" 

"Ffaith, yes,*' said Mattre Jacques, fimi- 
bling in his pouch; "this parchment. Hiere 
are words in it which we do not understand. 
Monsieur the criminal advocate, Philippe 
Lheuiler, knows, however, a little Hebrew, 
whidi he learned in that affidr of the Jews of 
the Kantersten street, at Brussels." 

So saying, Mattre Jacques unrolled a parch- 
ment. 

"Give it here," said die archdeacon. 
And casting his eyes over the scroll, "Pore 
magic, Maitre Jacques!" cried he. ^^Emcn- 
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heian! that is the cry of the witches as they 
appear at their Sabbath. Fer ipsum^ et cum 
ipso^ et in ipso! (Through Him, and with 
Him, and in Him!) that is the command 
which chains the devil down in hell again. 
Haxy paxy max I that has to do with medi- 
cine. A spell against the bite of mad dogs. 
Maitre Jacques ! you are king's attorney in 
the ecclesiastical court — ^this parchment is 
abominable." 

"We will put the man to the twture again. 
Here again/' added Msdtre Jacques rummag- 
ing again in his bag, "is something we fotmd 
at Marc Cenaine's." 

It was a vessel belonging to the same family 
as those which covered the furnace of Dom 
Claude. "Ah!** said the archdeacon, "a 
crucible for alchemy!*' 

"I confess to you," replied Maitre Jacques, 
with his timid and cons^ained smile, " that I 
have tried it over the furnace; but I have suc- 
ceeded no better with it than with my own." 

The archdeacon set about examining the 
vessel. "What has he engraved on his cru- 
cible ? — Och J och I — the word to drive away 
fleas ! This Marc Cenaine is an ignoramus. 
I can easily believe you will not make gold 
with this ! it will do to put in your alcove in 
the summer, and that is all." 

"Since we are talking of errors," said the 
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king's attorney, "I have just been studying 
the figures on the portal below, before as- 
cending hither. Is your reverence quite sure 
that the opening of the work of physics is 
there portrayed on the side toward the H6tel- 
Dieu, and that, among the seven nude figures 
at the feet of Our Lady, that which has wings 
on his heels is Mercurius?** 

"Yes,*' replied the priest; "'tis Augustin 
Nypho who writes it, that Italian doctor who 
had a bearded demon that acquainted him 
with all things. But we will go down, and I 
will explain to you from the text." 

"Thanks, my maitre," said Charmolue, 
bowing to the ground. "By-the-way, I was 
on the point of forgetting! When doth it 
please you that I shall apprehend the little 
sorceress?" 

* * What sorceress ?' * 

"That gypsy-girl, you know, who comes 
and dances every day on the Parvis, in spite 
of the official's prohibition. She has a goat 
with devil's horns, which is possessed; it 
reads and writes, understands mathematics 
like Picatrix, and would suffice to hang all 
Bohemia. The prosecution is all ready; 
'twill soon be got through with. A pretty 
creature, I warrant on my soul, that dancer — 
the handsomest black eyes! — ^two Egyptian 
carbuncles 1 When shall we begin ?' ' 
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The archdeacon was excessively pale. 

**I will let you know," he stammered, in a 
voice scarcely articulate; then he resumed 
with an effort, "Look you to Marc Cen- 
aine." 

"Never fear,** said Charmolue, smiling; 
"when I get back I'll have him buckled on 
the bed of leather again. But he's a devil of 
a man — ^he wearies Pierrat Torterue himself, 
who hath hands larger than my own. As the 
excellent Plautus saith — 

Nudus yinctus, centum pondo, es qaando pendes per- 
pedes. 

(Bound naked, thoa art a hundred weight when thou 
hangest by the feet) 

"The torture of the wheel! That is the 
best we have; he shall take a turn at that.*' 

Dom Claude seemed absorbed in gloomy 
reverie. He turned toward Charmolue. 

"Maltre Pierrat . . . Mattre Jacques, I 
mean — look to Marc Cenaine." 

"Yes, yes, Dom Claude. Poor man! he 
will have suffered like Mummol. But what 
an idea! a butler of the Court of Accounts, 
who must know the text of Charlemagne, 
Stryga vel mascUy (Witch or vampire,) to 
attend the witches' sabbath. As for the girl — 
'Smeralda, as they call her — I will await your 
orders. Ah! as we go through the portal, 
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you will explain to me the gardener painted 
in fresco, that one sees on entering the 
church — ^the Sower, is it not? Eh, maitre, 
what are you thinking about?*' 

Dom Claude, plunged in his own thoughts, 
heard him no longer. Charmolue, following 
the direction of his eye, saw that it was 
fixed mechanically on the large spider's web 
stretched across the small window. At this 
moment, a giddy fly, attracted by the March 
sun, flew into this net and became entangled 
in it. Upon the vibration of the web, the 
enormous spider made a sudden rush from 
his central cell; then at one bound sprang 
upon the fly, which he bent double with his 
fore-antennae, while with his hideous proboscis 
he scooped out its head. "Poor fly!" said 
the king's attorney of the ecclesiastical court; 
and he raised his hand to save it. The arch- 
deacon, as if starting out of sleep, held back 
his arm with convulsive violence. 

"Maltre Jacques," cried he, "meddle not 
with fate!" 

The king's procmrator turned in alarm. 
It seemed as if his arm were held by iron pin- 
cers. The eye of the priest was fixed, hag- 
gard, wild, and remained glaring on the hor- 
rible little group of the spider and the fly. 

"Oh! yes," <?ontinued the priest, in a 
voice which seemed to issue from his very 
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bowels; *' there is the universal symbol 1 She 
flies — she is joyous — she emerges into life — 
she courts the spring, the open air, liberty! 
Oh ! yes, but she strikes agxdnst the fatal net- 
work — the spider issues from it, the hideous 
spider! Poor dancer! poor predestined fly! 
Mattre Jacques, I do not interfere! 'tis fate! 
Alas! Claude, thou art the spider! Claude, 
thou art also the fly ! Thou didst hasten on 
in search of knowledge, of light, of the sun. 
Thy only thought was to reach the pure air, 
the broad day of eternal truth; but, in rush- 
ing toward the dazzling loophole which opens 
upon another world — a world of brightness, 
of intellect, of science — ^infatuated fly! insen- 
sate sage! thou didst not see the subtle web 
suspended by destiny between the light and 
thee/ Thou didst madly dash thyself against it, 
wretched maniac — ^and now thou dost struggle, 
with crushed head and mangled wings, between 
the iron antennae of fate! Maitre Jacques, Mal- 
tre Jacques, let the spider do its work!" 

"I assure you," said Charmolue, who looked 
at him without comprehending, *'ti[iat I will 
not touch it. But let go my arm, maitre, for 
mercy's sake! you have a hand like a vise." 

The archdeacon heard him not. "Oh! 
fool!" continued he, without taking his eyes 
off the window. "And even couldst thou 
have broken through that formidable web, 
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with thy frail wings, thoughtest thou to have 
attained the light? Alas! that glass beyond — 
that transparent obstacle — ^that wall of crystal 
harder than brass, which separates all philoso- 
phy from the truth — ^how couldst thou have 
passed beyond it? Oh! vanity of science! 
how many sages have come fluttering from 
afar, to dash their h^ads against it! How 
many systems come buzzing to rush pell-mell 
against this eternal window!** 

He was silent. These last ideas, which had 
insensibly brought back his thoughts from 
himself to science, appeared to have calmed 
him. Jacques Charmolue brought him back 
completely to a sense of reality by addressing 
to him this question : * ' Come now, my maltre, 
when will you come and help me to make 
gold? I long to succeed.*' ^ 

The archdeacon shook his head with a 
bitter smile. "Maltre Jacques, read Michael 
Psellus, Dialogus de energid et cperaiione da- 
monum, (Dialogue — ^philosophical— on the 
power and agency of evil spirits). What we 
are doing is not altogether innocent." 

"Speak lower, maltre! I fear you are right,*' 
said Charmolue. "But one must practise a 
little hermetic philosophy when one is but a 
poor king's attorney of the ecclesiastical 
court, at thirty crowns toumois a year. Only, 
let us speak low." 
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At that momeDt the noise of jaws in the act 
of mastication, proceeding from imder the 
furnace, struck upon the anxious ear of Char- 
molue. 

"What is that?*' he asked. 

It was the student, who, very cramped and 
uneasy in his hiding-place, had managed to 
discover a stale crust and a comer of mouldy 
cheese, and had begun to eat, without further 
ceremony, by way of consolation and break- 
fast. As he was very hungry, he made a great 
noise, laying strong emphasis on each mouth- 
ful, and this it was that had startled and 
alarmed the king's attorney. 

"*Tis a cat of mine,** said the archdeacon, 
quickly, "regaling herself under there with a 
mouse." 

This explanation satisfied Charmolue. 

"Why, indeed, maltre,** answered he, with 
a respectful smile, "every great philosopher 
has his familiar animal. You know what 
Servius says — NuUis enim locus sine genio est * * 
(For there is no place without its genius.) 

Meanwhile Dom Claude, fearing some new 
prank of Jehan, reminded his worthy dis- 
ciple that they had some figures on the portal 
to study together; and they both quitted the 
cell, with an exclamation from the student 
who b^an seriously to fear that his knees 
would bear the mark of his chin. 
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THE' EFFECT WHICH SEVEN OATHS 
PRODUCE IN THE OPEN AIR 

" Te Deum laudamusf^ (We praise thee, 
O God I) exclaimed Master Jehan, issuing from 
his hole, ''the two screech-owls are gone at 
last. OchI och! — HaxI pax! max/ — fleas! 
mad dogs! the devil! I've had enough of their 
conversation ! My head rings like a belfry. 
Mouldy cheese into the bargain! Whew! let 
me get down and take the big brother's purse 
to convert all these coins into bottles." 

He cast^ glance of tenderness and admira- 
tion into the precious pouch; adjusted his 
dress; rubbed up his boots; dusted his poor 
furred sleeves, all gray with ashes; whistled 
an air; cut a caper; looked around to see if 
there was anything else in the cell that he 
could take; scraped up here and there from the 
furnace some amulet of glassware by way of 
trinket to give to Isabeau la Thierrye; finally 
pushed open the door which his brother had 
left unfastened as a last indulgence, and which 
he in turn left open as a last piece of mischief; 
88 
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" * \v Hiding staiiB, skipping 

:- (lirkness of the spiral 

Tii.'. which drew aside 

. . • ! Hi' , resumed tiiat it was 

. : It y I ruck him as so droll 

I. dv-iA^H ' 1 :nc rest of the stairs hold- 

h s sidus with laaghter, and was still 

/"£: when he got mil into the Square. 

» ^amped his foot when he found him- 

% :n on the ground. **OhI'' said he, 

"i-: ud honorable pavem.^nt of Paris! 

T-eu Stairs, fit to put the a-ijcls of Jacob's 

' Tout of breath! Wliat wa^, i il'-.'.V.hf; 

'<' thrust myself iri*.> tr;'t >\^'\-. -i- vhx 

. ■ h pierces the sky, anc a/i u,. ■ r i\.*"ie(i 

*'^ie and to look at the s c , .^.n Jt I'aris 

High a hole in the wall!*' 

He advanced a few steps, and ta iL,ht sight 

■ He two screech-owls, that is to say, Dom 

^e and Maltre Jacques Charmolue, con- 

. )Lit;ng one of the carvings on the portal. 

a} T^roached them on tiptoe, and heard the 

•• *'dcon say in a whisper to Charmohie: 

t v'.ns William of Paris who had a Job 

^ M; on that stone of the hue of lapis- 

. gilded on the edges. Job represents 

' ■.; ^>iopher*s stone, which must be tried 

uriured in order to become perfect, as 

.ymond Lulle — Sud consermtione forma 
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and descended the winding ttaixs, skipping 
Ukeabird. 

^ In the midst of the darkness of the spiral 
way he elbowed something, which drew aside 
with a growl. He presumed that it was 
Quasimodo; and it struck him as so droll 
tiiat he descended the rest of the stairs hold- 
ing his sides with laughter, and was still 
knghing when he got oat into the Square. 

He stamped his foot when he found him- 
self again on the ground. ''Oh!** said he, 
"good and honoi*able parement of Paris! 
Cursed stairs, fit to put the angels of Jacob's 
ladder out of breath ! What was I thinking 
of to thrust myself into that stone gimlet 
which pierces the sky, and all to eat bearded 
cheese and to look at die steeples of Paris 
tiirough a hole in the wall!** 

He advanced a few steps, and caught sight 
of the two screech-owls, that is to say, Dom 
Claude and Maltre Jacques Charmolue, con- 
templating one of the carvings on the portal. 
He approached them on tiptoe, and heard the 
archdeacon say in a whisper to Charmolue: 
"It was William of Paris who had a Job 
engraven on that stone of the hue of k^is- 
lazuli, gilded on the edges. Job represents 
the philosopher's stone, which must be tried 
and tortured in order to become perfect, as 
saith Raymond Lulle — Sub c<mservaHone forma 
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Specifics salva anima, (Under the preser- 
vation of a specific form save your souls.) 

"That is all one to me/' said Jehan; " 'tis 
I who have the purse." 

At that moment he heard a powerful and 
sonorous voice behind him pour forth a for- 
midable volley of oaths: — ^^Sang-Dieul Ven- 
ire-Dieu! Bi-Dieu / Corps de Dieul Norn- 
bril de Belzibuth / Nam d*un pape / Come et 
tonfderef (By the blood of God! by the 
belly of God! byGod! by the body of God I 
by the belly of Beelzebub I by the name of 
the pope 1 horns and thunder !) 

"My life for it," exclaimed Jehan; "that 
can be none other than my friend Captain 
Phoebus." 

This name of Phoebus reached the ears of 
the archdeacon just as he was explaining to 
the king's attorney the dragon hiding his tail 
in a bath from whence issued smoke and a 
king's head. Dom Claude started, stopped 
short, to the great astonishment of Charmolue, 
turned round, and saw his brother Jehan ac- 
costing a tall officer at the door of the Gonde- 
laurier mansion. 

It was, in &ct. Captain Phoebus de Cha- 
teaupers. He was leaning against the comer 
of the house of his betrodied, and swearing 
like a Turk. 

"By my faith, Captain Phoebus," said 
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Jehan, grasping his hand, *' you swear with a 
rarefency." 

."Blood and thunder 1" replied the cap- 
tain. 

** Blood and thunder yourself I " rejoined the 
student. " How now, gentle captain ? Whence 
comes this overflow of fine phrases?" , 

"Pardon me, good comrade Jehan,'' cried 
Phoebus, shaking him by the hand; "a gal- 
loping horse cannot stop short. Now, I was 
swearing at full gallop. I've just left those 
silly women, and when I come away I alwa3rs 
find my throat fiill of curses; I must spit 
them out or strangle — ^blood and thunder !*' 

"Will you come and drink?" asked the 
student. 

This proposal calmed the captain. 

"I fain would, but I have no money." 

"But I have." 

"Nonsense ! let's see it." 

Jehan displayed the pouch before the cap- 
tain's eyes with dignity and simplicity. Mean- 
while, the archdeacon, having left Charmolue 
quite astounded, had approached them, and 
halted a few paces distant, watching them 
both without their noticing him, so absorbed 
were they in looking at the pouch. 
* Phoebus exclaimed: "A purse in your 
pocket, Jehan ! 'tis the moon in a bucket of 
water; one sees it, but 'tis not Aere; there is 
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nodiing but die reflection. Egad! I will 
wager they are but pebbles." 

Jehan replied coldly, " Here axe the pebbles 
wherewith I pave my fob." 

And widiout adding anodier word he emp- 
tied the poudi upon a neighboring post widi 
the air of a Roman savii^ his country. 

<'True godl" growled Rioebus— "Targes ! 
big and little silver pieces! coppers, every 
two worth one of Toumay ! Baris fieuthings ! 
and real eagle Hards. 'Tis dazzling." 

Jehan remained dignified and unmoved. A 
few liazds rolled into the mud; the captain, 
in his enthusiasm, stooped to pck them up. 
Jehan withheld him— "Fie, Captain Hioebus 
de Chateaupers!" 

Phoebus counted the coins; and, turning 
with solemn look toward Jehan, "Know you, 
Jehan," said he, "that here are three and 
twenty Paris pence? Whom did you rifle last 
night in Rue Coupe-Gueule (cut-gullet)?" 

Jehan flung back his blonde, curly head, 
and said, half closing his eyes disdainfully, 
" One may have a brother who is an arch- 
deacon and a simpleton ! ' ' 

"Horns of the devil!" cried Phoebus, 
"the worthy man !" 

"Let's go and drink," said Jehani 

" Where shall we go ?" said Phoebus ; " to 
LaPommed'Eve?" 
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"No, captain; let us go to die VieiUe- 
Sci^ice — An old woman {vieiUe) who sswb 
{sde) a basket-handle (jmse), *Tis a rebus, 
and I like that/' 

"A plague on rebusesi, Jdian ; the wine is 
better at the Pomme d'Eve; and. then, by die 
side of the door there's a vine in the sun 
which cheers me while I'm drinking." 

" Very well, then ; here goes for Eve and 
her apple," said the student, taking Phoebus 
by the arm. " By the way, my dear captain, 
you said just now. Rue Coupe-Gueule (cut- 
gullet). That is a very bad form of speech ; 
we are no longer so barbarous — ^we say Rue 
Coupe Gorge (cut-throat)." 

The two friends set out toward Pomme 
d'Eve. It is needless to say that they first, 
gathered up the money, and that the arch- 
deacon followed them. 

The £u:chdeacon followed them liaggard and 
gloomy. Was this the Pho&bus whose accursed 
name, ever since his interview with Gringoire,. 
had been mingled with all his thoughts ? He 
knew not; but it was at least a Phoebus ; and 
that magic name was sufi^ent inducanent for 
the archdeacon to follow the two heedless 
comrades with stealthy step, listening to their 
words and observing their slightest gestures 
with anxious attention. Indeed, nothing was 
easier than to hear everything diey said, so 
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loud they talked, not in the least concerned 
that the passers-by were taken into their con- 
fidence. They talked of duels, wenches, 
flagons and frolics. 

At die turn of a street, the sound of a tam- 
bourine reached them from a neighboring cross- 
way. Dom Claude heard the officer say to the 
student, " Thunder ! let us hasten our steps.** 

''Why, Phoebus?" 

'' I am afraid lest the gypsy will see me.** 

"What gypsy?** 

" The little one witii a goat." 

"La'Smeralda?" 

''The same, Jehan. I always forget her 
devil of a name. Let us make haste ; she 
will recognize me, and I would not wish that 
girl to accost me in the streets.** 

"Are you then acquainted with her, 
Phoebus?*' 

Here the archdeacon saw Phoebus chuckle, 
stoop to Jehan*s ear, and whisper a few words 
in it ; Phoebus then bturst into a laugh, and 
tossed his head with a triumphant air. 

" For a truth ?'* said Jehan. 

" On my soul !" said Phoebus. 

"This evening?*' 

"This evening!*' 

"Are you sure she will come?** 

"Are you a fool, Jehan ? Can there ever be 
any doubt in such matters?" 
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*' Captain Phoebus, you are a lucky soldier. * * 
The archdeacon overheard all this conver- 
sation. His teeth chattered ; a visible shiver 
ran through his whole body. He stopped a 
moment, leaned against a post like a drunken 
man, then followed in the track of the two 
jolly scamps. 

When he came up with them again they had 
changed the subject ; and he heard them sing- 
ing, at the top of their lungs, the refrain : 

'* The lads the dice who meirily throw, 
Meirily to the gallows go.'* 
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THE SPECTRE MONK 

The celebrated wine-shop of La Pomme 
d'Eve was situated in the University, at the 
comer of the Rue de la Rondelle and the 
Rue du Batonnicr. It was a very spacious 
but very low room on the ground floor, with 
an arched roof, the central spring of which 
rested on a huge wooden pillar, painted yel- 
low; tables everywhere; shining pewter jugs 
hung on the wall ; always a large number of 
drinkers; a plenty of wenches; a window on 
the street; a vine at the door, and over the 
door a creaking square of sheet-iron, with an 
apple and a woman painted upon it, rusted 
by the rain, and swinging in the wind on an 
iron rod. This kind of weathercock, which 
looked towards the pavement, was the sign- 
board. 

Night was falling; the street was dark; the 

wine-shop, full of candles, flamed from afar 

like a forge in the darkness; the noise of 

glasses and feasting, of oaths and quarrels, 

96 
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)M he heard throug tlw? broken panes. 
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oould be heard through the broken panes. 
Through the mist whidi the heat of the room 
spread over the front casement^ a multitude 
of swarming figures could be seen conftsedly; 
and from time to time a burst of noisj laugh- 
ter broke forth from it. The passers-by whose 
business called them that way hastened by 
this noisy window without casting their eyes 
on it. Only, now and then, some little ragged 
urchin would raise himself on tiptoe as far as 
the window-sill, and shout into the wine-shop 
the old bantering cry with which it was then 
the astom to greet drunkards: 
*< Bade to yovBT glasses^ 
You drunken^ drunken asses." 

One man, however, paced imperturbably 
back and forth in front of the noisy tavern, 
looking at it incessantly, and going no farther 
from it than a pikeman from his sentry-box. 
He was cloaked up to the nose. This cloak 
he had just bought of the old clothes man 
near La Pomme d'Eve, doubtless to protect 
-himself from the cold of a March night — ^per- 
haps also. to conceal his costmne. From time 
to time he paused before the dim lattice-leaded 
casement, listened, looked and stamped his 
foot. 

At length the tavern-door opened. It was 
for this that he seemed to have been waiting. 
Two tipplers came out. The ray of light 
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which escaped from the door cast a glow for a 
moment on their jovial faces. The man in 
the cloak stationed himself under a porch on 
the other side of the street. 

"Thunder and guns!" said one of the two 
drinkers^ "'tis on the stroke of seven — ^the 
hour of my appointed meeting T' 

"I tell you," repeated his companion, with 
a thick utterance, "that I don't live in the 
Rue des Mauvaises Paroles (bad words) — 
Indignus qui inter mala verba habitat, (Un- 
worthy he who lives among bad words). I 
lodge in the Rue Jean Pain Mollet — in vico 
Joannis Fain Mollet — and you are more 
homed than a unicorn if you say the contrary. 
Everybody knows that he that gets once upon 
a bear's back is never afraid — ^but you've a 
nose for smelling out a dainty bit, like Saint 
James-of-the-Hospital. ' ' 

" Jehan, my friend, you are drunk," said 
the other. 

The other replied, staggering: "It pleases 
you to say so, Phoebus; but it hath been proved 
that Plato had the profile of a hoimd." 

The reader has no doubt already recognized 
our two worthy friends, the captain and the 
student. The man who was watching them 
in the dark appeared also to have recognized 
them; for he followed with slow steps all the 
zigzags which the reeling student forced the 
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captain to describe, who, being a more sea- 
soned drinker, had retained all his self-pos- 
session. By listening attentively, the man in 
the cloak was enabled to catch the whole of 
the following interesting conversation : 

*^ Corbacquel (Body o' Bacchus!) try to 
walk straight, master bachelor; you know that 
I must leave you. There is seven o'clock. 
I have to meet a woman." 

"Leave me, then! I can see stars and 
darts of fire. You are like Dampmartin 
Castle, that's bursting with laughter.*' 

"By the warts of my grandmother, Jehan, 
but this is talking nonsense a little too hard. 
By the way, Jehan, have you no motiey left?" 

"Monsieur the rector, there is no mistake. 
The little shambles— ^^rr/^ bcucherior^^ ' 

"Jehan — ^friend Jehan — you know I have 
promised to meet that little girl at theend of 
the Pont Saint Michel ; that I can take her no- 
where but to La Falourdel's, the old crone of 
the bridge, and that I must pay for the room. * 
The white-whiskered old jade will give me 
no credit. Jehan, for pity's sake, have we 
drunk up the whole of the priest's pouch? 
Haven't you a penny left?" ' 

*'The consciousness of having spent the 
other hours well is a just and savory sauce for 
the table." 

"Belly and guts I a truce to your gib- 
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berish. Tell me — you devil of a Jehan — 
have you any coin left? Give it me, by 
heaven ! or I'll search you all over, were 
you as leprous as Job, and as mangy as 
Caesar/' 

"Sir, the Rue Galiache is a street with the 
Rue de la Verrerie at one end of it, and the 
Rue de la Tixeranderie at the other." 

"Well — yes — ^my good frigid Jehan — ^my 
poor comrade — the Rue Galiache — good — 
very good. But, in the name of heaven, 
come to your senses. I want but*a few pence, 
and seven o'clock is the hour." 

" Silence to the song and attention to the 
chorus: 

** * When mice have every case devour'd, 
The King of Arras shall be lord ; 
When the sea, so deep and wide, 
Is frozen o*er at Saint John's tide. 
Across the ice we then shall see 
TTie Arras men their city flee.' " 

• **Well, scholar of Antichrist, mayst thou 
be strangled with the guts of thy mother!" 
exclaimed Phoebus; and he gave the tipsy 
student a rough push, which sent him reeling 
against the wall, whence he fell gently upon 
the pavement of Philip Augustus. With a 
remnant of fraternal pity which never quite 
forsakes the heart of a drinker, Phoebus rolled 
Jehan with his foot upon one of those pillows 
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of the poor man which Providence keeps 
ready at the comer of every street-post in 
Paris, and which the rich scornfully stigma- 
tize with the name of dung-heaps. The cap- 
tain placed Jehan*s head on an inclined plane 
of cabbage-stalks, and forthwith the student 
fell to snoring in a most magnificent bass. 
Yet the heart of the captain was not wholly 
free from animosity. '^So much the worse 
for thee, if the devil's cart picks thee up as it 
goes by," said he to the poor, sleeping clerk; 
and he went his way. 

The man in the cloak ceased following him 
and stopped for a moment beside the prostrate 
student, as if agitated by indecision; then 
heaving a deep sigh, he continued to follow 
the captain. 

Like them, we will leave Jehan sleeping 
under the friendly watch of the bright stars, 
and speed after them, nf it so please the 
reader. 

On turning into the Rue Saint Andr^ des 
Arcs, Captain Phoebus perceived that some 
one was following him. As he accidentally 
glanced behind him, he saw a sort of shadow 
creeping behind him along the walls. He 
stopped — ^it stopped ; he went on — ^the shadow 
Went on again abo. This, however, gave him 
very little concern. "Ah I bah !*' said he to 
himself, " I have not a penny about me." 
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In front of the Collie d'Autun he came to 
a halt. It was at that college that he shuffled 
through what he was pleased to call his studies; 
and from a certain mischievous schoolboy 
habit which still clung to him, he never passed 
the front of that college without inflicting on 
the statue of Cardinal Pierre Bertrand, carved 
on the right hand of the gateway, the affront 
of which Priapus complains so bitterly in the 
satire of Horace, OUm truncus eratn ficulnus. 
(I was once a fig-tree). He had done this 
with so much unrelenting animosity that the 
inscription, Eduensis Episcopus (Bishop of 
Autun), had become almost effaced. Therefore, 
he halted before the statue according to his 
wont. The street was utterly deserted. As he 
was retagging nonchalantly his doublet with 
his head thrown back, he saw the shadow ap- 
proaching him slowly — so slowly that he had 
full time to observe that this shadow had a 
cloak and a hat. When it had come up to 
him, it stopped, and remained as motionless 
as the statue of Cardinal Bertrand. But it 
riveted upon Phoebus two intent eyes, glaring 
with that vague light which issues at night 
from those of a cat. 

The captain was brave, and would have cared 
little for a robber with a rapier in his hand* 
But this walking statue, tlus petrified man, 
made his blood run cold. At that time there 
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were certain strange rumors afloat about a 
spectre monk, a nocturnal prowler about the 
streets of Paris in the night-time, and they 
now came confusedly to his mind. He stood 
stupefied for a few moments, then finally broke 
silence with a laugh. 

"Sir," said he, *'if you be a thief, as I 
hope is the case, you're just now for all the 
world like a heron attacking a walnut-shell. 
My dear fellow, I am the son of a ruined 
£unily. Try your hand hard by here. In the 
chapel of this college there's some wood of 
the true cross, set in silver." 

The hand of the shadow came forth from 
under its cloak, and descended upon the arm 
of Phoebus with the force of an eagle's grip; 
at the same time the shadow spoke : 

" Captain Phoebus de Chateaupers!" 

"What, the devil!" saidHioebus; "you 
know my name?" 

"I know not your name alone," returned 
the man in the cloak, with his se^mlchral 
voice; "but I know that you have an ap- 
pointment this evening." 

"Yes," answered Phoelnis, in amazement. 

"At seven o'clock." 

"In a quarter of an hour." 

"AttheFalourdel's." 

"Exactly so." 

"The old hag of the Pont Saint Michel." 
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''Of Saint Michel^ the ardiangel^ as iht 
Paternoster saith." 

'' Impious man!" muttered the spectre. 
"With a woman?" 

" CofifiUar. ' • (I confess). 

**Whosenameis . . •" 

'' La 'Smerakla," said Phoebus gayly^ all his 
heedlessness having gradually returned to him. 

At this name the shadow's grasp shodc 
Phoebus's arm furiously. 

''Captain Phoebus de Chateaui)ers9 thou 
Best!" 

Any one who could hare seen, at that mo- 
ment, the captain's inflamed countenance — ^his 
leap backwards, so violent that it disengaged 
him from the clutch which held him — ^tbe 
haughty mien with which he clapped his hand 
on his sword-hilt — and, in the presence of 
this wrath, the sullen stillness of the man in 
the cloak; any one who could have bebcid 
this would have been frightened. There wais 
in it somewhat of the combat of Don Juan 
and the statue. 

"Christ and Satan!" cried the obtain; 
"that's a word that seldom assails the ear of 
a Chateaupers ! Thou durst not repeat it. ' * 

"Thou liest !" said the shadow coldly. 

The captain groimd his teeth. Spectre 
monk — ^phantom — superstitions — all were for- 
gotten at that moment. He now saw nothing 
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bat a man aiul an insult. '^Ha^ it is well!" 
fluttered he in a voice choking with rage. 
He drew his swcmxI; then, stuttering, for anger 
as well as fear makes a man tremble—*' < Here ! ' ' 
said he, ''on the q)ott Come on! Swocds! 
swoids! Blood upon these stones!" 

But the other did not stir. When he saw 
his adversarf on guard, and ready to lunge, 
** Captain fiicebos/' said he, and his voice 
quivered with bittemess, "you forget your 
assignation." 

The fits of rage of such men as Phoebus are 
like boiling milk, whose ebullition is calmed 
by a drop of cold water. These few words 
brou^t down die point of the sword which 
glittered in the captain's hand. 

" Captain," continued the man, " to-mor- 
row — die day after to-morrow — a month 
hence — ^ten years hencer— you will find me 
quite ready to cut your throat. vBut first go 
to your assignation." 

" In sooth," said Phcebus, as if seeking to 
capitulate with himself, "a sword and a girl 
are two delightful things to encounter at a 
trysting-place; but 1 cannot see why I should 
miss one of them for the sake of the other, 
when I may have both." 

He replaced his sword in his scabbard. 

''Go to your assi^iation," resumed the 
unknown. 
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"Sir," answered Phoebus, with some em- 
barrassment, "gramercy for your courtesy. 
It will, in truth, be time enough to-morrow 
to chop up father Adam's doublet into slashes 
and buttonholes. I am beholden to you for 
allowing me to pass one more agreeable quar- 
ter of an hour. I did indeed hope to have 
laid you quietly in the gutter, and yet be in 
time for the fair one — ^the more so as it is gen- 
teel to make women wait a little in such cases. 
But you appear to be a mettlesome chap, and 
it is safer to put off our game until to-mor- 
row. I will, therefore, betake myself to my 
appointment. It is for the hour of seven, as 
you know. ' * Here Phoebus scratched his ear. 
**Ah ! by my halidom 1 I forgot ! I have not a 
penny to pay the price of the garret, and the 
old hag will want to be paid beforehand ; she 
distrusts me." 

" Here is the wherewithal to pay." 

Phoebus felt the stranger's cold hand slip 
into his a large coin. He could not help tak- 
ing the money, and grasping the hand. 
** God's truth !" he exclaimed, " but you're a 
good fellow!" 

*'One condition," said the man. ''Prove 
to me that I was wrong, and that you spoke 
truth. Hide me in some comer whence I 
may tee whether this woman be really she 
whose name you uttered." 
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''Oh," replied Phoebus, " *tis all one to 
me. We will take the Saint Martha chamber. 
You can see at your ease from the kennel 
hard by." 

" Come, then," rejoined the shadow. 

"At your service," said the captain. "I 
know not indeed whether you be not Messer 
Diabolus in propria persond (in person). But 
let us be good friends to-night; to-morrow 
I'll pay you all debts, of purse and of sword. ' * 

They set out again at a rs^id pace. In a 
few minutes the sound of the river below ap- 
prised them that they were upon the bridge 
of Saint Michel, then covered with houses. 

"I will first let you in," said Phoebus to 
his companion; ''then I will go fetch the 
wench who was to wait for me near the Petit- 
Chatelet." 

That companion made no reply; since they 
had been walking side by side, he had not 
uttered a word. Phoebus stopped before a 
low door and knocked loudly. A light ap- 
peared through the cracks of the door. 
"Who's there?" cried a mumbling voice. 

"By the body! by the belly! by the head 
of God!" answered the captain. 

The door opened instantly, and revealed 
to the new-comers an old woman and an old 
lamp, both of which trembled. The old 
woman was bent double— dressed in rags — 
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with a shaking head, pierced by two small eyes, 
and coiffed with a dish clout — ^wrinkled every- 
where, on hands said face and neck— her lips 
receding under her gums — and all round her 
mouth she had tufts of white hair, which gave 
her the whiskered and demure look of a cat. 

The interior of the hovel was no less dilapi- 
dated than herself; the walls were of plaster; 
black rafters ran across the ceiling; a dis; 
mantled fireplace; cobwebs in every comer; 
in the middle of the room a tottering com- 
pany of maimed stools and tables; a dirty 
child played in the ash-heap; and at the far- 
ther end a staircase, or rather a wooden 
ladder, led to a trap-door in the ceiling. 

As he entered this den, Phoebus's m3rsterious 
companion drew his cloak up to his eyes. 
Meanwhile, the captain, swearing like a Turk, 
hastened ''to make the sun flash from a crown- 
piece,*' as saith our admirable R^gnier. 

" The Saint Martha room," said he. 

The old woman addressed him as monseig- 
neur, and deposited the crown in a drawer. 
It was the coin which the man in the black 
cloak had given Phoebus. While her back 
was turned, the ragged, disheveled little boy, 
who was playing in the ashes, went slyly to 
the drawer, abstracted the crown-piece, and 
put in its place a dry leaf which he had 
plucked from a fagot. 
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The hag beckoned to the two gentlemen, 
as she called them, to follow her, and ascended 
the ladder before them. On reaching the 
upper story, she placed her lamp upon a 
chest; and Phoebus, like a frequenter of the 
house, opened the door of a dark closet. 
"Go in there, my dear fellow," said he to 
his companion. The man in the cloak com- 
plied without uttering a word ; the door closed 
upon him^ he heard Phoebus bolt it, and, a 
moment afterward, go down^stairs again with 
the old woman. Hie light had disappeared. 
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THE ADVANTAGE OF WINDOWS OVER- 
LOOKING THE RIVER 

Claude Frollo (for we presume that the 
reader, more clever than Phoebus, has seen in 
this whole adventure no other spectre monk 
than the archdeacon himself) Claude Frollo 
groped about for some moments in the dark 
hole into which the captain had bolted hinu 
It was one of those nooks such as architects 
sometimes leave at the junction of the roof 
and the outer wall. The vertical section of 
this kennel, as Phoebus had so aptly termed 
it, would have made a triangle. There was 
neither window nor skylight, and the pitch 
of the roof prevented one from standing up- 
right. Claude, therefore, crouched down in 
the dust and plaster which crumbled be- 
neath him. His head was burning. Feel- 
ing about him with his hands, he found on 
the floor a bit of broken glass, which he 
pressed to his brow, its coolness aflfording him 
some relief. 

What was passing at that moment in the 
no 
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dark soul of the archdeacon ? God and him- 
self alone could tell. 

In what fatal order did he arrange in imag- 
ination La Esmeralda, Phoebus, Jacques Char- 
molue, his younger brother, so beloved, yet 
abandoned by him in the mire, his archdea- 
con's cassock, his reputation, perhaps at stake 
at the Falourdel's — all these images, all these 
adventures ? It is impossible to say ; but it is 
certain that these ideas formed a horrible 
group in his mind. 

He had been waiting a quarter of an hour; 
it seemed to him that he had grown a century 
older. All at once he heard the wooden stair- 
case creak ; some one was coming up. The 
trap-door opened once more; light reappeared. 
In the worm-eaten door of his nook there 
was a crack of considerable width ; to this he 
glued his face. Thus he could see all that 
went on in the adjoining chamber. The cat- 
faced old woman appeared first through the 
trap-door with lamp in hand ; then Phoebus, 
twirling his moustache ; then a third person, 
that lovely, graceful creature. La Esmeralda. 
The priest beheld her rise from below like a 
dazzling apparition. Claude trembled; a 
cloud spread over his eyes; his pulse beat 
violently; everything swam before him; he 
no longer saw or heard anything. 

When he came to himself again, Phoebus 
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and Esmeralda were alone, seated on the 
wooden chest, beside the lamp, whose light 
revealed to the archdeacon's eyes their two 
youthfiil figures, and a miserable pallet at 
the farther end of the garret. 

Beside the pallet was a window, broken, 
through the panes of which, like a cobweb 
upon which rain has ^len, could be seen 
a small patch of sky, with the moon in the 
distance resting on a pillow of soft clouds. 

The young girl was blushing, confused, 
palpitating. Her long drooping lashes shaded 
her glowing cheeks. The face of the officer, 
to which she dared not lift her eyes, was radi- 
ant. Mechanically, and with a charming air 
of embarrassment, she traced with the tip of 
her finger meaningless lines upon the bench, 
and watched her finger. Her feet were not vis- 
ible, for the little goat was nestling upon them. 

The captain yffis very gallantly arrayed. 
At his neck and wrists he had tufts of em- 
iMToidery, the great elegance of the day. 

Dom Claude could only hear with great 
difficulty what they said to each other, through 
the humming of the blood that was boiling in 
his temples. 

An amorous chitchat is a very common- 
place sort of thing. It is a perpetual "I love 
you," — a very monotonous and very insipid 
musical strain to indifferent ears, unless set 
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off with a few flounsbe and grace-notes. 
But Claude was no indifferent listener. 

"Oh r* said the young girl, without lifting 
her eyes, "despise me not, Monseigneur 
Phoebus.; I £sel that what I am doing is 
wrong.'^ 

" Despi« you, my pretty dear," replied the 
officer with a consequential and modish air 
of gallantry; "desqpise you, good lackl and 
why should I?" 

"For having accompanied you." 

" Oa diat score, my charmer, we don't at 
all agree. I ought not only to despise you, 
but to hate yocu" 

The young girl looked at him in affright : 
"Hate me ! What, then, have I done?" 

"For requiring so much solicitation." 

"Alas I" said she, " 'tis because I am break- 
ing a vow — ^I shall never find my parents — 
the amulet will lose its virtue; but what then? 
What need have I tor &ther and mother now ?' '. 

As she thus spoke ^e fixed upon the cap- 
tain her large, dark eyes, moist with joy and 
tenderness.. 

"Deuce take ii», if I understand you," 
exclaimed Phoebus. 

Esmeralda remained silent for a moment ; 
then a tear fell from her eye, a sigh from her 
lipSy and she said, " Oh, monseigneur, I love 
you," 
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Such a perfume of chastity, such a charm 
of virtue, surroimded the young girl that 
Phoebus did not feel quite at his ease with 
her. These words, however, emboldened him. 
** You love me I" said he with rapture, and he 
threw his arm round the gypsy's waist. He 
had only been waiting for this opportimity. 

The priest saw him, and tested with the tip 
of his finger the point of a dagger concealed 
in his breast. 

" Phoebus," continued the Bohemian, gently 
disengaging her waist from the tenacious 
hands of the captain, ''you are good — ^you 
are generous — ^you are handsome — ^yo4 have 
saved me — ^me, who am but a poor gypsy 
foundling. I have long dreamed of an officer 
who should save my life. It was of you that 
I dreamed, before I knew you, my Phoebus. 
The officer of my dream had a beautiful uni- 
form like yours, a grand air, a sword. Your 
name is Phoebus — 'tis a beautifid name. I 
love your name, I love your sword. Draw 
your sword, Phoebus, that I may see it." 

"Child!" said the captain; and he un- 
sheathed his rapier with a smile. 

The gypsy-gill looked at the hilt, then at 
the blade; examined with adorable curiosity 
the cypher upon the guard, and kissed the 
weapon, saying, "You are the sword of a 
brave man. I love my captain." 
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Phcebus again took advantage of the situa- 
tion to imprint on her lovely bent neck a 
kiss which made the girl start up as red as a 
cherry. It made the priest grind his teeth in 
the darkness. 

"Phoebus," resumed the gypsy, "let me 
talk to you. Just walk about a little, that 
I may see you at your full height, and hear 
the sound of your spurs. How handsome 
you are!" 

The captain rose to comply, chiding her 
at the same time with a smile of satisfac- 
tion. 

"What a child you are ! By the way, my 
charmer, have you ever seen me in my state 
uniform?" 

"Alas, no!" 

" Ha, that is really fine !" 

Phoebus returned and seated himself beside 
her, but much closer than before. 

" Hark you, my dear ..." 

The gy^y gave him a few little taps on the 
lips with her pretty hand with a childish play- 
fulness, full of gayety and grace. 

"No, no, I will not listen. Do you 
love me? I want you to tell me if you love 
me." 

" Do I love thee, angel of my life?" cried 
the captain, half kneeling before her. " My 
body, my blood, my soul — ^all are thine — 
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all are for thee. I love thee^ and have never 
loved any but thee/* 

The captain had repeated this phrase so 
many times, on many similar occasions, that 
he delivered it all in a breath, and without 
making a single mistake. At this impassioned 
declaration, the gypsy raised to the dingy ceil- 
ing a look foil of angelic happiness. " Oh 1" 
murmured she, ''this is 'the moment when 
one should die!" 

Phoebus thought ''the moment" a good 
one to steal another kiss, which tortured the 
wretched archdeacon in his lair. 

" Die !" cried the amorous captain; "what 
are you talking of, my lovely angel? 'Tis 
the time to live — or Jupiter is but a scamp. 
Die at the beginning of so sweet a thing I 
By the horns of the bull! what a jestl 
That would not do. Listen, my dear Similar 
— Esmenarda — ^Your pardon! but you have 
so prodigiously Saracen a name that I never 
can get it straight ; I get entangled in it 
like a brier." 

"Good heavens 1" said the poor girl, "and 
I thought my name pretty because of its sin- 
gularity ! But, since it displeases you, I would 
that I were called Goton." 

"Ah! do not weep for such a trifle, my 
gracefol maid; 'tis a name to which one 
must get used, that is all. When oncie I know 
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it by hearty 'twill come ready enough. So 
hark ye, my dear Similar. I adore you pas- 
sionately; I love you so that 'tis really mar- 
velous. I know a little girl that's bursting 
with rage about it" 

The jealous girl interrupted him. " Who ?' ' 

*' What matters that to us?" said Phoebus; 
"do you love me?" 

"Oh!" said she. 

"Well, that is all. You will see how I 
love you, too. May the great devil Neptunus 
spear me if I don't make you the happiest 
creature alive. We'll have a pretty little 
lodging somewhere. I'll make my archers 
parade under 3rour windows; they're all on 
horseback, and don't care a fig for Captain 
Mignon's men. There are spear-men, cross- 
bow-men and culverin-men. I'll take you to 
the great musters of the Parisians at the 
Grange de Rully. It is very magnificent. 
Eighty thousand armed men ; diirty thoisand 
white harnesses, short coats or coats of mail ; 
the sixty-seven banners of the trades; the 
standards of the Parliament, of the Chamber 
of Accoimts, of the treasury of the generate, 
of the assistants of the mint— ^the devil's 
own turnout, in short. . I will conduct 
you to see the lions of the king's pald.ee 
— ^which are wild beasts. All tYie^^omen 
like that." 
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For some moments the yoxmg girl, absorbed 
in her pleasing reflections, had been dreaming 
to the sound of his voice, without heeding 
the meaning of his words. 

"Oh, how happy you will be I" continued 
the captain^ and at the same time he gently 
unbuckled the gypsy's girdle. 

"What are you doing?" she said quickly. 
This "act of violence" had roused her from 
her reverie. 

"Nothing," answered Phoebus. "I was 
only saying that you must abandon all this 
garb of folly and street-running when you are 
with me." 

"When I am with thee, my Phoebus !" said 
the young girl tenderly. 

She again became pensive and silent. 

The captain, emboldened by her gentle- 
ness, clasped her waist without her making 
any resistance; then began softly to un- 
lace the poor child's bodice, and so greatly 
disarranged her neckerchief that the panting 
priest beheld the gypsy's lovely shoulder 
emerge from the gauze, round and dusky 
like the moon rising through the mists of 
the horizon. 

' The young girl let Phoebus have his way. 
' She ^eaiqted tmeonstious of what he was doing. 
' The^ boM captain's eyes sparkled. 

All at once she turned towards him. 
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"Phoebus," said she, with an expres- 
sion of infinite love, "instruct me in thy 
religion." 

" My religion !" cried the captain, bursting 
into a laugh. " I instruct you in my religion. 
Blood and thunder ! what do you want with 
my religion?" 

" That we may be married," she replied. 

The captain's face assumed a mingled ex- 
pression of surprise, disdain, carelessness and 
licentious passion. 

"Bah," said he, "why should one marry?" 

The g3^y turned pale, and her head 
drooped sadly on her breast. 

"My sweet love," resmned Phoebus, ten- 
derly, "what are all these foolish ideas? 
Marriage is a grand affair, to be sure. Is any 
one less loving for not having spouted Latin 
in a priest's shop?" 

While speaking thus in his softest tone, he 
approached extremely near the gypsy-girl; 
his caressing hands resumed their place around 
the lithe, slender waist. His eye kindled 
more and more, and everything showed that 
Master Phoebus was on the verge of one of 
those moments in which Jupiter himself 
commits so many follies that the good 
Homer is obliged to summon a cloud to 
his rescue. 

Dom Claude meanwhile saw all from his 
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hiding-place. Its door was made of de- 
cayed puncheon staves, leaving between them 
ample passage for his look of a bird of prey. 
This brown-skinned, broad-shouldered priest, 
hitherto condemned to the austere yirginity 
of the cloister, was quivering and Ixriling in 
the presence of this night-scene of love and 
voluptuousness. The young and lovely girl, 
her garments in disorder, abandoning herself 
to the ardent young man^ seemed to infuse 
molten lead into his veins. An extraordinary 
agitation shook him; his eye sought with 
lustful desire to penetrate beneath all those 
unfastened pins. Any one who could then 
have seen the wretched man's countenance 
close against the worm-eaten bars might 
have thought they saw a tiger's face glaring 
from the depths of a cage at some jackal de- 
vouring a gazelle. 

Suddenly, with a rapid motion, Phoebus 
snatched off the gypsy's neckerchief. The 
poor girl, who had remained pale and dreamy, 
started up as if suddenly awakened ; she has- 
tily drew back from the enterprising officer; 
and casting a glance at her bare nedc and 
shoulders, blushing, confused, and mute with 
shame, she crossed her two lovely arms iqxjn 
her bosom to hide it. But for die flush that 
crimsoned her cheeks, to see her thus silent 
and motionless, one might have thought her 
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a Statue of Modesty. Her eyes were bait 
upon the ground. 

But the captain's action bad exposed tiie 
mysterious amulet which she wore about her 
neck. 

''What is that?'^ said he, seizing this pre- 
text to approach once more the beaut^l 
creature 'vi4iom he had just alarmed. 

" Toudi it not," she replied quickly ; " 'tis 
my protector. It will help me to find my 
funily again, if I remain worthy to do so. 
Oh, leave me, sir! My mother! my poor 
mother ! my mother ! where art thou? Come 
to my rescue ! Have pity. Captain Phcebus; 
give me back my neckerchief." 

Hioebus drew back, and said coldly : 

''Oh, young lady, I see plainly that you do 
not love me." 

"Not love him!" exclaimed the unhappy 
child, and at the same time clinging to the 
captain and drawing him to a seat by her 
side. "Not love thee, my Phoebus? What 
art tJKm saying, wicked man, to rend my 
heart? Oh, come — take me — ^take all — do 
with me as thou wilt — ^I am thine. What 
matters the amulet to me now? What matters 
my mother to me now? Thou art my mother, 
since I love thee. Phoebus, my beloved 
Phoebus, dost thou see me? 'Tis I. Look 
at me. 'Tis that little girl whom thou wilt 
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surely not repulse — ^who comes, who comes 
herself to seek thee. My soul, my life, my 
body, my person, all is one thing — ^which is 
thine, my captain. Well, no ! let us not 
marry, since it bothers thee j and then, what 
am I? A wretched girl of the gutters — ^while 
thou, Phoebus, art a gentleman. A fine thing, 
truly ! a dancer wed an officer 1 I was mad ! 
No, Phoebus, no ; I will be thy mistress — ^thy 
amusement — ^thy pleasure — ^when thou wilt — 
a girl who will be only thine. I was only 
made for that, soiled, despised, dishonored ; 
but what then — Gloved ! I shall be the proud- 
est and the happiest of women. And when I 
grow old and ugly, Phoebus — ^when I am no 
longer fit to love thee, my lord, thou wilt still 
suffer me to serve thee. Others will embroider 
scarfs for thee ; I, thy servant, will take care of 
them. Thou wilt let me polish thy spurs, brush 
thy doublet^ and dust thy riding-boots. Thou 
wilt have this much pity; wilt thou not, my 
Phoebus? Meantime, take me. Here, Phoibus, 
all this belongs to thee. Only love me. We 
gypsy-girls need nothing more — air and love. ' ' 
So saying, she thi^w her arms around the 
officer's neck ; she looked up at him implor- 
ingly and smiled through her tears. Her 
delicate neck rubbed against his cloth doublet 
with its rough embroidery. She twisted her 
beautifiil, half-naked limbs around his knees. 
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The intoxicated captain pressed his burning 
lips to those lovely African shoulders. The 
young girl, her eyes cast upward to the ceiling, 
her head thrown back, quivored, all palpitat- 
ing beneath this kiss. 

All at once^ above the head of Phoebus, 
she beheld another head — a green, livid, 
ccmvulsed face, with the look of a lost soul ; 
beside this face there was a hand which held 
a dagger. It was the face and hand of the 
priest ; he had broken open the door, and he 
was there. Phoebus could not see him. The 
young girl was motionless, frozen mute at 
the frightful apparition — ^like a dove' which 
chances to raise its head at the instant when 
the hawk is glaring into her nest with his 
round eyes. 

She could not even utter a cry. She saw 
the poniard descend upon Phoebus, and rise 
again reeking. ^ 

'^ Malediction I" said the captain, and he 
fell. 

She fainted. 

As her eyes closed, as all consciousness left 
her, she thought she filt a fiery touch upon 
her lips, a kiss more burning than the execu- 
tioner's branding-iron. 

When she recovered her senses, she was 
surrounded by soldiers of the watch; they 
were canying off the captain weltering in 
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his blood ; the priest had disappeared ; the 
window at the back of the room, looking 
upon the river, was wide open ; they picked 
Up a cloak which they supposed to belong to 
the officer, and she heard them saying around 
her: 

** 'Tis a sorceress who has stabbed a cap- 
tain." 
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BOOK VIII. 



THE CROWN CHANGED INTO A 
WITHERED LEAF 

Gringoire and the whole Court of Miracles 
were in a state of terrible anxiety. For a 
whole mohth no one knew what had become 
of La Esmeralda, which sorely grieved the 
Duke of Egypt and his friends the vagrants ; 
nor what had become of her goat, which re- 
doubled Gringoire's sorrow. One night the 
g3rpsy had disappeared ; and since that time 
had given no signs of life. All search had 
proved fruitless. Some malicious "street 
tumblers" told Gringoire they had met her 
that same evening in the neighborhood of 
the Pont Saint Michel, walking off with an 
officer ; but this husband after the fashion of 
Bohemia was an incredulous philosopher, and 
besides, he, better than any one else, knew 
to what a point his wife was chaste. He had 
been able to judge what invincible modesty 

resulted from the two combined virtues of the 

"5 
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amulet and the gypsy, and he had mathemati- 
cally calculated the resistance of that chastity 
multiplied into itself. On that score, at least, 
his mind was at ease. 

Thus he could not explain her disappear- 
ance. It was a great grief to him. He 
would have grown thinner upon it, had that 
been possible. He had forgotten everything 
else, even to his literary pursuits, even his 
great work, De figuris regularibus et irregu- 
laribus (concerning regular and irregular 
figures), which he intended to have printed 
with the first money he should procure. (For 
he raved about printing ever since he had 
seen the Didascolon of Hugues de Saint 
Victor printed with the celebrated types of 
Vindelin of Spires). 

One day, as he was passing sadly before the 
Criminal Toumelle, he perceived a crowd at 
one of the doors of the Palace of Justice. 

"What is there?" he inquired of a young 
man who was coming out. 

" I know not, sir," replied the young man. 
" 'Tis said a woman is being tried for the 
murder of a man-at-arms. As there seems to 
be something of sorcery in the business, the 
bishop and the judge of the Bishop's Court 
have interposed in the cause ; and my brother, 
the archdeacon of Josas, can think of nothing 
else. Now, I wished to speak to him ; but 
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could not get at him for the crowd — ^which 
vexes me mightily, for I am in need of 
money." 

"Alas! sir," said Gringoire, "I would I 
could lend you some ; but, though my breeches 
are in holes, it's not from the weight of crown- 
pieces." 

He dared not tell the young man that he 
knew his brother, the archdeacon, to whom 
he had not returned since the scene in the 
church — a negligence which embarrassed him. 

The student went his way, and Gringoire 
followed the crowd going up the staircase of 
the Great Hall. To his mind there was 
nothing equal to the sight of a criminal trial 
for dispelling melancholy ; the judges are gen- 
erally so delightfully stupid. The people with 
whom he had mingled were moving on and 
elbowing each other in silence. After a slow 
and tiresome shuffling along a long gloomy 
passage, which wotmd through the Palace like 
the intestinal canal of the old edifice, he ar- 
rived at a low door opening into a hall, which 
his tall stature permitted him to overlook 
above the undulating heads of the crowd. 

The hall was huge and ill-lighted, which 
latter circumstance made it seem still larger. 
The day was declining ; the high, pointed win- 
dows admitted but a faint ray of light, which 
faded before it reached the vaulted ceiling, an 
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enormous trdlis-woik of carved wood> whoa^^ 
countless figures seemed to move confusodfy- 
in the shadows. There were ahready several 
candles lighted here and there i^x)n tables, 
and glimmering over the heads of tiie clerics 
bending over musty documents. The front 
of the hall was occupied by the crowd; to 
the right and left were lawyers in their robes 
seated at tables; at the fauther end, upon a 
raised pktfbrm, were a numbor of judges, the 
last rows of whom were lost in. die darkness 
— ^with immovable and sinister-looking &ces. 
The walls were dotted with innumoable 
fleurs-de-lis. A large crud&c might be 
vaguely descried above the judges, and every- 
^ where there were pikes and halberds, whidi 
the light of the candles seemed to tip with fire. 

** Sir," said Gringoire to one of his neigh- 
bors, '^who are all those persona yonder, 
ranged like prelates in council?" 

"Sir," answered the neighbor, "those are 
the councilors of the High Chamber on the 
right; and the councilors of inqniry on 
the left ; the masters in black gowns^ and the 
honorables in scarlet ones." 

"Yondar, above them," continued Grin- 
goire, " who is that big red-faced fellow who 
ispa:q;)iringso?" 

" That is monsieur the president." 

"And those sheep behind him?" proceeded 
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Gringoire, who, as we have ahready said, 
loved not the magistracy — ^whi(A arose, pos- 
sibly, from the ill-will he bore the Palace of 
Justice since his dramatic misadventure. 

" They are messieurs, the masters of re- 
quests of the king's household." 

"And that wild boar in front of him?" 
" That is the clerk to the court of parlia- 
ment." 

"And that crocodile on the right?" 
" Mattre Philippe Lheulier, advocate extra- 
ordinary to the king." ^ 

"And that great black cat to the left?" 
"Maitre Jacques Charmolue, king's attor- 
ney in the ecclesiastical court, with the gen- 
tlemen of the officiality." 

"And now, sir," said Gringoire, *'what 
are all those good folk about ?" 
" They are trying some one." 
" Trying whom? I see ho jMdsoner/' 
" 'Tis a woman, sir. You can not see her. 
Her back is toward us, and she is ooftceakd 
by the crowd. Stay, yonder she is, where 
you see that group of halberds." 

"Who is the woman?" asked Gringoiis. 
" Do "you know her name?" 

"No, sir; I am but just come. I suppose, 
however, that there is sorcery in the matter, 
since the judge of the Bishop's Court -is 
present at the trial." 
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"Well," said our philosopher, "we will 
see all these men of the gown devour human 
flesh. It is as good a sight as any other." 

"Think you not, sir," observed his neigh- 
bor, "that Mattre Jacques Charmolue looks 
very mild?" 

"Hum!" answered Gringoire, "I distrust 
a mildness which hath pinched nostrils and 
thin lips." 

Here the bystanders imposed silence on the 
two talkers. An important deposition was 
being heard. 

" My lords," an old woman in the middle 
of the hall was saying, whose face was so 
concealed beneath her garments that she 
might have been taken for a walking bundle 
of rags — "my lords, the thing is as true 
as it is true that my name is Falourdel, and 
that for forty years I have lived on the 
Pont Saint Michel, and paid regularly my 
rentj dues and quit-rent. The door is opposite 
the house of Tassin Caillart, the dyer, who 
lives on the side looking up the river. An 
old woman now ! a pretty girl once, my gen- 
tlemen ! Some one said to me but lately, 
'Mother Faloiu-del, spin not too much of an 
evening; the devil is fond of combing the 
distafib of old women with his horns. 'Tis 
certain that the spectre monk that roamed 
last year about the Temple now wanders in 
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the City. Take care, La Falourdel, that he 
doesn't knock at your door.' One evening I 
was spinning at my wheel, when there comes 
a knock at my door. I ask who is there. 
Some one swears. I open the door. Two 
men enter — one in black, with a handsome 
officer. Of the one in black nothing could 
be seen but his eyes — ^two coals of fire. All 
the rest was cloak and hat. And so they say 
to me, 'The Saint Martha room.' 'Tis my 
upper chamber, my lords — ^my best. They 
give me a crown. I lock the crown in my 
drawer, and I say, ' This shall go to buy tripe 
to-morrow at the Gloriette shambles.' We 
go up-stairs. On reaching the upper room, 
and while my back was turned, the black 
man disappears. This startled me a bit. The 
officer, who was as handsome as a great lord, 
goes down-stairs with me. He leaves the 
house. In about time enough to spin a 
quarter of a bobbin, he comes back again 
with a beautiful young girl — a doll who would 
have shone like the sun had her hair been 
dressed. She had with her a goat, a great 
he-goat, whether black or white I no longer 
remember. That set me to thinking. The 
girl — that was no concern of mine; — ^but the 
goat I I don't like those animals ; they have 
a beard and horns — it is like a man; and 
then they smack of the witches' sabbath. 
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However, I said nothing. I had the crown- 
piece. That was only fair ; was it not, my 
lord judge ? I show the captain and the girl 
into the up-stairs room, and leave them alone 
— ^that is to say, with the goat. I go down 
and get to my spinning again. I must tell 
you that my house has a ground-floor and a 
floor above ; the back of it looks upon the 
river, like the other houses on the bridge, and 
the windows, both of the ground-floor and of 
the chamber, open upon the water. Well, as I 
was sapng, I had got to my spinning. I know 
not why I fell to thinking of the spectre 
monk whom the goat had put into my head 
again — and then the beautiful girl was rather 
strangely tricked out. All at once I hear a 
cry overhead, and something falls on the 
floor, and the window opens. I run to mine, 
which is beneath it, and I see a dark mass 
drop past my eyes into the water. It was a 
phantom clad like a priest. The moon was 
shining ; I saw it quite plainly. It was swim- 
ming toward the City. Then, all of a tremble, 
I call the watch. The gentlemen of the 
police come in ; and being merry, not know- 
ing at first what was the matter, they fell to 
beating me. I explained to them. We go 
up-stairs, and what do we find ? My poor 
chamber all blood — the captain stretched out 
at full length with a dagger in his neck — the 
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girl pretending to be dead — ^and the goat all 
in a fright. 'Pretty work!' say I. *It will 
take more than fifteen days to wash that floor. 
It must be scraped. It will be a terrible job.* 
They carry off the officer — poor young man, 
and^the girl, all in disorder. But wait. The 
worst is, that on the next day, when I went 
to get the crown to buy tripe, I found a 
withered leaf in its place.** 

The old woman ceased. A murmur of 
horror ran through the audience. 

'^ That phantom, that goat, all that smacks 
of sorcery," said one of Gringoire's neigh- 
bors. 

** And that withered leaf!'* added another. 

" Np doubt," continued a third, ** *tis some 
witch who has dealings with the spectre monk 
to plunder officers." Gringoire himself was 
not far from considering this combination as 
alarming and probable. 

"Woman Falourdel,** said the president 
majestically, "have you nothing fiuther to 
communicate to the court?'* 

"No, my lord," replied the crone, "unless 
it is that in the report my house has been 
called a crazy, filthy hovel — ^which is an out- 
rageous way of talking. The houses en the 
bridge are not so goodly as some, because 
there are so many people there; but the 
butchers dwell there, for all that, and they 
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are rich men, married to fine, proper sort of 
women." 

The magistrate whom Gringoire had likened 
to a crocodile now rose. 

** Silence," said he; "I beg you, gentle- 
men, to bear in mind that a poniard was found 
on the accused. Woman. Falourdel, have 
you brought the leaf into which the crown 
was changed that the demon gave you?" 

"Yes, monseigneur," answered she; "I 
found it. Here it is." 

An usher of the court handed the withered 
leaf to the crocodile, who, with a doleful 
shake of the head, passed it on to the presi- 
dent, who gave it to the king's attorney in 
the ecclesiastical court ; and thus it made the 
circuit of the hall. 

"It is a birch-leaf," said Maltre Jacques 
Charmolue; "an additional proof of magic." 

A counselor then began : 

" Witness, two men went up-stairs together 
in your house — the black man whom you first 
saw disappear, then swim the Seine in priest's 
clothes, and the officer. Which of the two 
gave you the crown?" 

The old woman considered for a moment, 
and then said, "It was the officer." A mur- 
mur ran through the crowd. 

"Ha," thought Gringoire, "that shakes 
my conviction." 
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But Maitre Philippe Lheulier, king's advo* 
cate extraordinary, again interposed. 

"I will recall to these gentlemen that in 
the deposition taken at his bedside, the mur- 
dered officer, while admitting that he had a 
confused idea, at the moment when the black 
man accosted- him, that it might be the spectre 
monk, added that the phantom had eagerly 
pressed him to keep his appointment with the 
prisoner; and on his, the captain's, observing 
that he was without money^ he had given him 
the crown which the said officer had paid La 
Falourdel. Hence, the crown is a coin from 
hell." 

This conclusive observation appeared to 
dispel all the doubts of Gringoire and the 
other i^eptics in the audience. 

** Gentlemen, you are in possession of the 
documents," added the king's advocate, seat- 
ing himself; '' you can consult the deposition 
of Phoebus de Chateaupers." 

At that name the accused sprang up ; her 
^head rose above the throng. Gringoire, 
aghast, recognized Esmeralda. 

She was pale ; her hair, once so gracefully 
plaited and spangled with sequins, hung in 
disorder; her lips were livid; her hollow eyes 
were terrible. Alas ! 

"Phoebus!" said she, wildly; "where 
is he? Oh, messeigneurs 1 before you kill 
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me, tell me, for pity's sake, whether he yet 
lives!" 

"Be silent, woman," answered the presi- 
dent ; " that is no concern of ours." 

*'Oh, have mercy ! tell me if he is alive," 
continued she, clasping her beautiful, ema- 
ciated hands; and her chains were heard as 
they brushed along her dress. 

"Well," said the king's advocate roughly, 
" he is dying. Does that content you ?* ' 

The wretched girl fell back on her seat, 
speechless, tearless, white as a wax figure. 

The president leaned over to a man at his 
feet, who wore a gilt cap and black gown, a 
chain roimd his neck and a wand in his hand: 

" Usher, bring in the second accused." 

All eyes were now turned toward a small 
door, which opened, and, to the great agita- 
tion of Gringoire, made way for a pretty goat 
with gilded hoofs and horns. The dainty 
creature paused for a moment on the thresh- 
old, stretching out its neck as though, perched 
on the summit of a rock, it had before its^ 
eyes avast horizon. All at once it caught 
aght of the gypsy-girl ; and leaping over the 
table and a registrar's head in two bounds it 
was at her knees. It then rolled gracefully on 
its, mistress's feet, begging for a word or a 
caress^; but the prisoner remained motionless, 
and poor Djali itself obtained not^ glance. 
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"Eh, why — 'tis my villainous beast/* said 
the old Falourdel; "I recognize the pair of 
them well enough." 

Jacques Charmolue interposed. 

" If it please you, gentlemen, we will pro- 
ceed to the examination of die goat." 

Such was, in fact, the second prisoner. 
Nothing was more common in those times 
than to indict animals for sorcery. Among 
others, in the accoimts of the provost's office 
for 1466, may be seen a curious detail con- 
cerning the expenses of the trial of Gillet- 
Soulart and his sow, executed " for their de- 
merits" at Corbeil. Ever)rthing is there: 
the cost of the pen in which the sow was 
put; the five hundred bundles of short fagots 
from the wharf of Morsant ; the three pints 
of wine and the bread, the last repast of the 
victim, shared in a brotherly manner by the 
executioner; down to the eleven days' custody 
and feed of the sow, at eight Paris pence 
each. Sometimes they even went beyond 
animals. The capitularies of Charlemagne 
and Louis le D6bonnaire impose severe penal- 
ties on fiery phantoms which may prestune to 
appear in the air. 

Meanwhile, the king's attorney in the eccle- 
siastical cou|:t cried out: " If the demon whith 
possesses this goat, and which has resisted 
all exorcisms, persist in its deeds of witchcraft 
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— ^if he alarm the court with them — ^we warn 
him that we shall be obliged to put in re- 
quisition against it the gibbet or the stake." 

Gringoire broke out into a cold perspira- 
tion. Charmolue took from a table the 
gypsy's tambourine, and, presenting it in a 
certain manner to the goat, he asked the latter : 

"What o'clock is it?'* 

The goat looked at him with an intelligent 
eye, raised her gilt foot, and struck seven 
blows. It was indeed seven o' clock. A move- 
ment of terror ran through the orowd. 

Gringoire could no longer contain himself. 

" She'll be her own ruin," cried he aloud; 
"you see that she knows not what she is 
doing!" 

"Silence among the louts at the end of 
the hall !" said the bailiff, sharply. 

Jacques Charmolue, by means of the same 
manoeuvres with the tambourine, made the 
goat perform several other tricks connected 
with the day of the month, the month of the 
year, etc., which the reader has already wit- 
nessed. And, by an optical illusion peculiar 
to judicial proceedings, these same spectators 
who had probably more than once applauded 
in the public squares Djali's innocent magic, 
were terrified at it beneath thei*roof of the 
Palace of Justice. Tlie gout was indisputably' 
the devil. 
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It was Still worse when, the king's attorney 
having emptied on the floor a certain leathern 
bag full of detached letters which Djali wore 
about her neck, they beheld the goat sort out 
with its foot from among the scattered alphabet 
the fatal name: Phcsbus. The sorcery of 
which the captain had been the victim seemed 
unanswerably proved; and, in the eyes of 
all, the gypsy-girl, that enchanting dancer, 
who had so often dazzled the passers-by with 
her grace, was no longer anything but a 
frightful vampire. 

However, she gave no sign of life ; neither 
the graceful evolutions of Djali, nor the 
threats of the magistrates, nor the muttered 
imprecations of the audience — nothing seemed 
to reach her ear. 

In order to arouse her, a sergeant was 
obliged to shake her unmercifully, while the 
president solemnly raised his voice : 

** Girl, you are of Bohemian race, addicted 
to deeds of witchcraft. You, in complicity 
with the bewitched goat, implicated in the 
charge, did, on the night of the 29th of 
March last, woimd and poniard, in concert 
with the powers of darkness, by the aid of 
charms and spells, a captain of the king's 
archers, Phoebus de Chateaupers by name. 
Do you persist in denying it?" 

"Horrible!" exclaimed the young girl, 
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hiding her face with her hands. " My Phoe- 
bus ! Oh, this is indeed hell !*' 

" Do you persist in your denial ?*' demanded 
the president, coldly. 

"Do I deny it!" said she, in terrible ac- 
cents; and she rose with flashing eyes. 

The president continued bluntly : 

"Then how do you explain the £au:ts laid 
to your charge?" 

She answered in a broken voice : 

" I have already told you I know not. It 
is a priest — ^a priest whom I do not know — ^an 
infernal priest, who pursues me !" 

" Just so,** replied the judge ; " the spectre 
monk!*' 

" Oh, gentlemen, have pity ! I am only a 
poor girl . . .** 

"Of Egypt," said the judge. 

Maitre Jacques Charmolue interposed 
sweetly — " In view of the sad obstinacy of 
the accused, I demand the application of the 
torture.'* 

" Granted,*' said the president. 

A shudder ran through the whole frame of 
the wretched girl. She rose, however, at the 
order of the halberdiers, and walked with a 
tolerably firm step, preceded by Charmolue 
and the priests of the officiality, between two 
rows of halberds, toward a false door, which 
suddenly opened and closed again behind her. 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



CROWN CHANGED INTO A WITHERED LEAF I41 

which produced upon the unhappy Gringoire 
the effect of a horrible mouth which had just 
devoured her. 

When she disappeared, a plaintive bleating 
was heard. It was the little goat wailing. 

The sitting of the court was suspended. 
A counselor having remarked that the gentle- 
men were fatigued, and that it would be a 
long time for them to wait before the torture 
was over, the president answered that a magis- 
trate must be ready to sacrifice himself to his 
duty. 

"What a troublesome, vexatious jade!" 
said an old judge, *' to get herself put to the 
question when one has not supped V* 
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CONnNUATION OP 

THE CROWN CHANGED INTO A 

WITHERED LEAF 

After ascending and descending some steps 
in passages so dark that they were lighted in 
broad day by lamps, Esmeralda, still sur- 
roimded by her lugubrious attendants, was 
pushed forward by the sergeants of the Palace 
into a room of sinister aspect. This chamber, 
circular in shape, occupied the ground floor 
of one of those great towers which still in 
our day rise above through the layer of mod- 
em structures with which modem Paris has 
covered the old city. There are no windows 
to this cellar; no other opening than the 
entrance, which was low and closed by an 
enormous iron door. Nevertheless, light was 
not lacking. A furnace had been constructed 
in the thickness of the wall ; a large fire was 
lighted in it, which filled the vault with its 
crimson reflection, and stripped of every ray 
a miserable tallow-dip placed in a comer. 
The iron grating which served to close the 

furnace being raised at that moment only 
142 
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showed at the mouth of the flaming chasm 
against the dark wall the lower edge of its 
bars, like a row of sharp, black teeth set at 
regular intervals, which made the furnace 
look like the mouth of one of those legendary 
dragons that spit forth fire. By the light 
which it cast, the prisoner saw all about the 
room frightful instruments whose use she did 
not understand. In the middle was a leathern 
mattress laid almost flat upon the ground, over 
which hung a thong with a buckle fastened 
to a copper ring which a flat-nosed monster 
carved in the keystone of the vault held 
between his teeth. Tongs, pincers, large 
plowshares, were heaped inside the furnace, 
and were heating red-hot, promiscuously upon 
the burning coals. The blood-red glow of 
the furnace illuminated in the chamber only a 
confused mass of horrible things. 

This Tartarus was called simply the question 
chamber. 

Upon the bed was seated carelessly Pierrat 
Torterue, the official torturer. His under- 
lings, two square-faced gnomes, with leathern 
aprons and tarpaulin coats, were turning about 
the irons on the coals. 

In vain the poor girl called up all her cour- 
age; on entering this room she was seized 
with horror. 

The sergeants of the bailiff of the Palace 
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ranged themselves on one side ; the priests of 
the Bishop's Court on the other. A derk 
and a table with writing materials were in 
one coma*. 

Maitre Jacques Charmolue app'oached the 
g)rpsy with a very sweet smile. 

"My dear child," said he, "do you still 
persist in your denial?" 

"Yes," she replied in a faint voice. 

"In that case," resume^ Charmolue, "it 
will be our painful duty to question you Aore 
urgently than we should otherwise wish. 
Have Uie goodness to sit down on this bed. 
Maitre Pierrat, give place to mademoiselle, 
and shut the door." 

Pierrat rose with a growl. 

"If I shut the door," muttered he, "my 
fire will go out." 

"Well, then, my good fellow," replied 
Charmolue, "leave it open." 

Meanwhile, La Esmeralda remained standing. 
That leathern bed, on which so many poor 
wretches had writhed, frightened her. Terror 
froze her very marrow ; there she stood be- 
wildered - and stupefied. At a sign from 
Charmolue, the two assistants laid hold of her 
and seated her on the bed. They did her no 
harm; but when those men touched her — 
when that leather touched her — she felt all 
her blood flow back to her heart. She looked 
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wildly around the room. She fancied she 
saw moving and walking from all directions 
towards her, to crawl upon her body and 
pinch and bite her, all those hideous imple- 
ments of torture, which, as compared to the 
instruments of all sorts she had hitherto seen, 
were like what bats, centipedes and spiders 
are to birds and insects. 

"Where is the doctor?" asked Charmolue. 

"Here,** answered a black gown that she 
had not observed before. 

She shuddered. 

"Mademoiselle," resumed the fawning 
voice of the attorney of the ecclesiastical court, 
" for the third time, do you persist in denying 
the facts of which you are accused?" 

This time she could only make a sign with 
her head; her voice failed her. 

"You persist?" said Jacques Charmolue. 
"Then it grieves me deeply, but I must fulfil 
the duty of my office." 

"Monsieur, the king's procurator," said 
Pierrat gruffly, "with what shall we begin?" 

Charmolue hesitated a moment, with the 
doubtful grimace of a poet seeking rhyme. 

" With the boot," said he at last. 

The unfortunate creature felt herself so 
utterly abandoned by God and man that her 
head fell upon her breast like a thing inert, 
destitute of all strength. 
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The torturer and the doctor approached her 
both at once. The two assistants began rum- 
maging in their hideous arsenal. 

At the sound of those frightful irons the 
unfortunate girl quivered like a dead frog 
which is being galvanized. "Oh," mur- 
mured she, so low that no one heard her, 
'* Oh, my Phoebus !" She then relapsed into 
her former immobility and petrified silence. 
This spectacle would have rent any heart but 
the hearts of judges. She resembled a poor 
sinful soul tormented by Satan beneath the 
scarlet wicket of hell. The miserable body 
upon which that frightful array of saws, 
wheels and racks was to fasten — the being 
whom the rough hands of executioners and 
pincers were to handle, — ^was, then, this 
gentle, fair and fragile creature ; a poor grain 
of millet which human justice was handing 
over to the terrible mills of torture to grind. 

Meanwhile, the homy hands of Pierrat 
Torterue's assistants had brutally bared that 
beautiful leg, that little foot, which had so 
often delighted the by-standers with their 
grace and loveliness in the streets of Paris. 

" 'Tis a pity," growled out the torturer as 
he remarked the grace and delicacy of their 
form. 

Had the archdeacon been present he would 
assuredly have bethought him at that moment 
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of his sjrmbol of the- spider and the fly. 
Presently the poor girl saw through the njist 
which spread before her eyes the '*boot** 
approach; soon she saw her foot, encased be- 
tween the iron-bound boards, disappear in the 
frightful apparatus. Then terror restored her 
strength. 

"Take off that/' she cried frantically; and 
starting up all disheveled, " Mercy !'* 

She sprang from the bed to fling herself at 
the feet of the king's attorney ; but her leg 
was held fast in the heavy block of oak and 
iron-work, and she sank upon the boot more 
helpless than a bee with a leaden weight upon 
its wings. 

At a sign from Charmolue she was replaced 
on the bed and two coarse hands fiastened 
round her small waist the leathern strap which 
hung from the ceiling. 

" For the last time, do you confess the facts 
of the charge?" asked Charmolue, with his 
imperturbable benignity. 

"I am innocent." 

" Then, mademoiselle, how do you explain 
the circumstances brought against you?" 

"Alas, sir, I know not." 

"You deny, then?" 

"All!" 

" Proceed," said Charmolue to Pierrat. 

Pierrat turned the handle of the screw- 
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jack; the boot tightened^ and the wretched 
victim uttered one of those horrible shrieks 
which have no orthography in any human 
language. 

" Stop," said Charmolue to Pierrat. 

" Do you confess?" said he to the gypsy. 

"Everything!" cried the wretched girl. 
*' I confess ! I confess ! Mercy !" 

She had not calculated her strength when 
she faced the torture. Poor child! whose 
life hitherto had been so joyous, so pleasant, 
so sweet; the first pang vanquished her. 

"Humanity forces me to tell you," ob- 
served the king's attorney, " that, in confess- 
ing, you have only to look for death." 

"I hope so," said she; and she sank 
back upon the leathern bed lifeless, bent 
double, suspended by the thong buckled 
round her waist. 

"So, my beauty, hold up a bit," said 
Maitre Pierrat, raising her. " You look like 
the golden sheep that hangs about Monsieur 
of Burgundy's neck." 

Jacques Charmolue raised his voice : 

" Clerk, write. Bohemian girl, you confess 
your participation in the love-feasts, witches' 
sabbaths and practices of hell, with wicked 
spirits, witches and hobgoblins? Answer." 

" Yes," said she, so low th^t it was lost in 
a whisper. 
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"You confess to having seen the ram 
which Beelzebub causes to appear in the 
clouds to call together the witches* sabbath^ 
and which is only seen by sorcerers?" 

**Yes." 

" You confess to having adored the heads 
of Bophomety those abominable idols of the 
Templars?" 

"Yes." 

" To having had habitual dealings with the 
devil in the shape of a tame goat, included in 
the prosecution?" 

"Yes." 

"Lastly, you avow and confess having, 
with the assistance of the demon and of the 
phantom commonly called the spectre monk, 
on the night of the twenty-ninth of March 
last, murdered and assassinated a captain 
named Phoebus de Chateaupers?" 

She raised her large staring eyes to the 
magistrate and replied, as if mechanically^ 
without effort or emotion : 

"Yes." 

It was evident that she was utterly broken. 

"Writedown, registrar," said Charmolue; 
and addressing the torturers : " Let the 
prisoner be unbound and taken back into 
court." 

When the prisoner had been " unbooted " 
the attorney of the ecclesiastical court 
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examined her foot, still paralyzed with pain. 
*'Come,'* said he, "there's no great harm 
done. You cried out in time. You could 
dance yet, my beauty I" 

He then turned to his acolytes of the 
officiality. 

" At length justice is enlightened ! that is 
a consolation, gentlemen ! Mademoiselle 
will at least bear this testimony, that we have 
acted with all possible gentleness." 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



y 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



III. 



THE END OF THE CROWN CHANGED 
INTO A WITHERED LEAF 

When, pale and limping, she re-entered the 
court, a general hum of pleasure greeted her. 
On the part of the audience, it was tliat feel- 
ing of gratiried im|aticn( e which one experi- 
ences at the theatre, at the conclusion of the 
last interlude of a play, when the curtain rises 
and the l^t act is about to begin. On the 
part of the judges, it was the hope of supping 
ere long. Tlie little goat, too, bleated with 
joy. Sue tried to run to her mistress, but 
they hd.d tied her to the bench. 

Night had quite set in. The candles, 
who^? ^riLcr h*id not been increased, gave 
so litt'c li-ht that the walls of the baM coull 
not b<: scm. Darkness envplv'Mcd every 
oy-j'-vt in a sort of mist. A few ai>athetic 
jud< J'' fdcos were just visi!>le. (>p}K)site to 
thci'i. at the extrenity of the long hall, they 
<uija diriinguish a vague white patch against 
the dark h-ackground. It wis the accused. 

She had dragged herself to her place. 

151 
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When Charmolue had magisterially installed 
himself in his, he sat down ; then rose and 
said, without exhibiting too much of the self- 
complacency of success, "The accused has 
confessed all.** 

"Bohemian girl,** continued the president, 
" you have confessed all your acts of sorcery, 
prostitution and assassination upon Phoebus 
de Chateaupers?" 

Her heart was wrung. She was heard 
sobbing amid the darkness. 

" Whatever you will," answered she feebly; 
"but kill me quickly.*' 

" Monsieur, the king's attorney in the 
ecclesiastical court," said the president, "the 
chamber is ready to hear your requisitions." 

Maltre Charmolue produced a tremendous 
roll of paper, from which he began to read, 
with much gesticulation and the exaggerated 
emphasis of the bar, a Latin oration, wherein 
all the proofs of the suit were drawn up in 
Ciceronian periphrases, flanked with quota- 
tions from Plautus, his favorite comic author. 
We regret that we can not present our readers 
with this extraordinary composition. The 
orator delivered it with wonderful action. 
Before he had finished the exordium the 
perspiration was starting from his brow, and 
his eyes from his head. 

All at once, in the middle of a finely turned 
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period, he broke off, and his countenance, 
usually mild enough, and indeed stupid, 
became black as a thunder-cloud. 

"Gentlemen," cried he (this time in 
French, for it was not in the scroll), "Satan 
plays so large a part in this affair that here he 
is present at our councils, and making mock 
of their majesty. Behold him ! " 

So saying, he pointed to the little goat, 
which, seeing Charmolue gesticulate, thought 
it was but right she should do the same, and 
had seated herself on her haunches, mimicking 
as well as she could, with her fore-feet and 
bearded head, the pathetic pantomime of the 
king's attorney in the ecclesiastical coiut. 
This was, it may be remembered, one of her 
prettiest tricks. This incident, this final 
proof, produced a great effect. The goat's 
feet were bound together, and the king's 
attc^mey resumed the thread of his eloquence. 

It was very long, but the peroration was 
admirable. The last sentence ran thus — ^the 
reader may imagine the hoarse voice and 
breathless gestures of Maitre Charmolue : 

^^IdeOf damttty c<h " Therefore,gentle- 
ram stryga demon- men, the witchcraft 
stratayCrinUne patentey being proved, and the 
intentione criminis crime made manifest, 
existentiy in nomine as likewise the crimi- 
sanctceecciesiieNostra- nal intention — in the 
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Domtna Parisiensis^ 
qua est in saisina 
habindi omnimodam 
alt am ef bassam justi- 
tiam in ilia hoc inte- 
merata Civitatis in- 
sulaytenare prasentium 
declaramus nos re- 
quirerey primoy aU- 
quandam pecumariam 
indemnitatem;secundOy 
amendationem honara- 
bilem ante portaUum 
maximum Nostra- 
Damince^ ecclesiay ca- 
thedraUs; tertio^ sen- 
tentiam in virtute cujus 
ista stryga cum sua 
capeUa^ seu in trivia 
vulgariter dicto la 
Grdve^ seu in insula 
exeunte in fluvio Se* 
quana, juxta paintam 
jar dim regaUs^ execu- 
tatasintr' 



name of the holy 
church of our Lady of 
Paris, which is seised 
of the right of all 
manner of justice, high 
and low, within this 
inviolate island of the 
City — ^we declare, by 
the tenor of these 
presents, that we re- 
quire, firstly, some 
pecimiary compensa- 
tion; secondly, pen- 
ance before the great 
portal of the cathedral 
church of Our Lady ; 
thirdly, a sentence, by 
virtue of which this 
witch, together with 
her she-goat, shall, 
either in the public 
square, commonly 
called La Grdve, or in 
the island standing 
forth in the river 
Seine, adjacent to 
the point of the 
royal gardens, be 
executed.' 



He put on his cap and sat down. 
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"Alas!" sighed Gringoire, heart-broken; 
**bassa laHnitast^ (low latinity!) 

Another man in a black gown near the 
prisoner then rose ; it was her advocate. The 
fasting judges began to murmur. 

**Mr. Advocate, be brief," said the presi- 
dent. 

' * Monsieur, the president, ' ' replied the advo- 
cate, "since the defendant has confessed the 
crime, I have only one word to say to these 
gentlemen. Here is a clause in the Salic law : 
' If a witch hath eaten a man, and if she be 
convicted of it, she shall pay a fine of eight 
thousand deniers, which make two hundred 
pence in gold.' May it please the chamber 
to condemn my client to the fine?" 

"A clause that has become obsolete," said 
the advocate extraordinary to the king. 

"I deny it," replied the prisoner's advocate. 

"Put it to the vote," said a councilor; 
"the crime is manifest — and it is late." 

The question was put to the vote without 
leaving the hall. The judges nodded assent; 
they were in haste. Their capped heads 
were seen uncovered one after another in the 
dusk at the lugubrious question addressed to 
them in a low voice by the president. The 
poor accused seemed to be looking at them, 
but her bewildered eye no loiter saw any- 
thing. 
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The clerk of the court began to write; 
then he handed the president a long scroll of 
parchment. 

The unhappy girl then heard a stir among 
the people, the pikes clash and a chilling 
voice say : 

'< Bohemian girl, on such day as it shall 
please our lord the king, at the hour of noon, 
you shall be taken in a tumbrel, in your shift, 
barefoot, with a rope around your neck, 
before the great portal of Notre-Dame ; and 
there you shall do penance with a wax torch 
of two pounds weight in your hand; and 
from thence you shall be taken to the Place 
de Gr^ve, where you shall be hanged and 
strangled on the Town gibbet, and likewise 
this, your goat; and you will pay to the 
Bishop's Court three lions of gold, in repara- 
tion of the crimes, by you committed and 
confessed, of sorcery, magic, debauchery and 
murder, upon the person of the sieur Phoebus 
de Chateaupers. So God have mercy on 
your soul!" 

"Oh I 'tis a dream!" murmured she; and 
she felt rough hands bearing her away. 
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IV. 

♦•LEAVE ALL HOPE BEHIND" 

'^ lie Mid'ilc Ages, when an edifice was 

.1 - tr. tt.cre was almost as much of it 

t..^^. ground as above it. Unless buitt 

. piles, like Notre-Dame, a palace, a 

* ^v.^s or a church had always a doub'e 

^t'om. In cathedrals it was, as it were, 

1. 'Other subterranean cathedral, low, dark, 

^^;erious, blind, mute, under the lippcr 

. which was ^.^■erflowing with li>^r:t and 

- -..nding night and day with the music of 

- and organs. So!'At!r:i<\> it was a 

life. In palaces and tortrcr^srs it was a 

, 5i>metimes a sepulci re also, some- 

' '..s •„,?>. ro^tther. Those mighty masses 

. ..... Ty, whose mode of formation and 

w J. . n th WL' have explained elsrwiicre, had 
..I. *'.<uii.ut ons merely; they m'L;;ht be said 
' tk.st roocs Lranrhing out under ground in 
chaail'c.'s, galleries and staircavjs, Uke the 
stnicturu ol'Ove. Thus, cliurches, palaces 
and fortres,<t*s were buried midway in the 
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earth. The vaults of a building were another 
building into which one descended instead 
of ascended, and whose subterranean stcmes 
extended downward beneath the pile of ex- 
terior stories of the edifice, like those forests 
and mountains which are reversed in the 
mirror-like waters of a lake beneath the forests 
and mountains of the banks. 

At the fortress of Saint Antoine, at the 
Palace of Justice of Paris, at the Louvre, 
these subterranean edifices were prisons. The 
stories of these prisons, as they went deeper 
into the ground, grew narrower and darker. 
They formed so many zones, presenting 
various degrees of horror. Dante cpuld never 
have imagined anything better for his hell. 
These tunnel-like dungeons usually ended in 
a deep hole, shaped like the bottom of a tub, 
where Dante placed his Satan, and where 
society placed those condemned to death. 
When once a miserable human existence was 
there interred, then farewell light, air, life, 
ogni speranza (all hope behind); it only 
came forth to the gibbet or to the stake. 
Sometimes it rotted there; human justice 
called that forgetting. Between mankind 
and himself the condemned one felt an 
accumulation of stones and jailers weighing 
down upon his head, and the entire prison, 
the massive fortress, was but one enormous 
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complicated lock that barred him out of the 
living world. 

It was in a dungeon hole of this kind, in 
the aubUettes excavated by Saint Louis in the 
in pace (prison in which monks were shut up 
-for life) of the Toumelle, that — ^for fear of her 
escaping, no doubt — Esmeralda had been 
placed when condemned to the gibbet, with 
the colossal Palace of Justice over her head. 
Poor fly, that could not have stirred the 
smallest of its stones! 

Assuredly, Providence and mankind had 
been equally imjust; such an excess of mis- 
fortune and torture was not necessary to 
crush so frail a creature. 

She was there, lost in the darkness, buried, 
entombed. Any one who could have beheld 
her in this state, after having seen her laugh 
and dance in the sun, would have juddered. 
Cold as night, cold as death, not a breath of 
air in her tresses, not a human sound in her 
ear, no longer a ray of light in her eyes, bent 
double, loaded with chains, crouching beside 
a jug and a loaf of bread upon a little straw 
in the pool of water formed beneath her by 
the damp oozing of her cell, without motion, 
almost without breath, she was now scarcely 
sensible even to su£fering. Phoebus, the sun- 
shine, noonday, the open air, the streets of 
Paris, the dances with the applauses of the 
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spectators, the sweet prattlings of love with 
the officer; then the priest, the old crone, 
the poniard, blood, the torture, the gibbet — 
all this did indeed float before her mind, now 
as a harmonious and golden vision, again as 
a hideous nightmare. But it was now no more 
than a horrible and indistinct struggle veiled 
in darkness, or than distant music played 
above on the earth, and which was no longer 
audible at the depth to which the unfortunate 
creature had fallen. 

Since she had been there she neither, waked 
nor slept. In that misery, in that dungeon, 
she could no more distinguish waking from 
sleeping, dreams from reality, than she could 
the day from the night. All was mingled, 
broken, floating, confusedly scattered in her 
mind. She felt nothing, knew nothing, 
thought nqthing ; at best she only dreamed. 
Never did living creature pltmge so far into 
the realm of nothingness. 

Thus benumbed, frozen, petrified, had she 
scarcely noticed the sound of a trap-door 
which was twice or thrice opened somewhere 
above her, without even admitting a ray of 
light, and through which a hand had thrown 
a crust of black bread. Yet this was her only 
remaining communication with mankind — 
the periodical visit of the jailer. One thing 
alone still mechanically occupied her ear; 
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over her head the dampness filtered through 
the mouldy stones of the vault, and a drop of 
water dropped from them at regular intervals. 
She listened stupidly to the noise made by 
this drop of water as it fell into the pool 
beside her. 

This drop of water falling into the pool was 
the only movement still stirring around her, 
the only clock to mark the time, the only 
»)und that reached her of all the noises made 
upon the surface of the earth. 

Although, indeed, she also fdt, from time 
to time, in that sink of mire and daricness, 
something cold passing here and there over 
her foot or her arm, and she shuddered. 

How long had she been there? She knew not. 
She had a recollection of a sentence of death 
pronounced somewhere against some one; 
then she was borne away, and she awaked 
icy coM in the midst of night and silence. 
She had crawled along upon her hands, then 
iron rings cut her ankles and chains clanked. 
She discovered that all around her was wall, 
that underneath her were flag-stones covered 
with water, and a bundle of straw; but there 
was neither lamp nor air-hole. Then she 
seated herself upon the straw, and occasion- 
ally, for a change of position, on the lowest 
of some stone steps in her dungeon. 

At one time she had tried to count the 
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dark moments measured for her by the drop 
of water ; but soon that mournful employment 
of her sick brain had ceased of its own accord 
and left her in stupor. 

At lengthy one day, or one night (for mid- 
night and noon had the same hue in this 
sepulchre), she heard above her a louder 
noise than that usually made by the turnkey 
when he brought her bread and jug of water. 
She raised her head and saw a reddish light 
through the crevices of the sOTt of trap-door 
made in the arch of the in pace. 

At the same time the heavy lock creaked, 
the trap-door grated on its rusty hinges, 
turned, and she beheld a lantern, a hand, and 
the lower part of the bodies of two men, the 
door being too low for her to see their heads. 
The light pained her so acutely that she shut 
her eyes. 

When she reopened them the door was 
closed, the lantern was placed on a step of the 
staircase, one man alone was standing before 
her. A black gown fell to his feet, a cowl of 
the same hue concealed his face. Nothing 
was visible of his person, neither his face nor 
his hands. It looked like a long black 
winding-sheet standing upright, beneath 
which something seemed to move. She gazed 
fixedly for some moments at this sort of 
spectre. Still neither she nor he spoke.. 
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They were like two statues, confronting each 
other. Two things only seemed to have life 
in the vault : the wick of the lantern, which 
sputtered from the dampness of the atmos- 
phere, and the drop of water from the roof, 
which interrupted this irregular crepitation 
by its monotonous plash, and made the reflec- 
tion of the lantern quiver in concentric waves 
upon the oily water of the pool. 

At length the prisoner broke silence. 

"Who are you?" 

"A priest." 

The word, the accent, the sound of the 
voice made her start. 

The priest continued in a hollow tone : 

" Are you prepared ?* ' 

"For what?" 

"To die." 

" Oh !" said she, " will it be soon?" 

"To-morrow." 

Her head, which she had raised with a look 
of joy, again sank upon her bosom. 

"That is very long yet," murmured she; 
"what difference would a day make to 
them?" 

" Are you then very unhappy ?" asked the 
priest after a short silence. 

" I am very cold," replied she. 

She took her feet in her hands, a habitual 
gesture with imfortunate creatures who are 
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cold, and which we have already observed in 
the recluse of the Tour-Roland, and her teeth 
chattered. 

The priest's ejres appeared to be wandering 
from under his hood around the dungeon. 

"Without light! without .fire! in the 
water ! It is horrible I" 

"Yes," answered she with the bewildered 
air which misery had given her. " The <toiy 
belongs to every one; why do they give me 
only night?** 

" Do you know," resumed the priest^ after 
another silence, " why you are here ?" 

"I think I knew once," said she, passing 
her thin fingers across her brow, as if to assist 
her memory, "but I know no longer." 

All at once she began to weep like a child. 

" I want to go away from here, monsieur. 
I am cold — I am afraid — and there are 
creatures that crawl over my body." 

"Well, follow me." 

So saying, the priest took her arm. The 
poor girl was chilled to her very vitals, yet 
that hand felt cold to her. 

"Oh !" murmured she, "'tis the icy hand 
of death. Who are you ?* * 

The priest threw back his hood; she looked: 
it was that sinister visage which had so 
long pursued her — ^that demon's head which 
had appeared to her at La Falourdel's over 
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the adored head of her Phoebus — that eye 
which she last saw glaring beside a dagger. 

This apparition, always so £eital to her, and 
which had thus driven her on from misfortune 
to misfortune, even to an ignominious death, 
roused her from her stupor. It seemed to her 
that the veil which had clouded her memory 
was rent asunder. All the details of her 
mournful adventure, from the nocturnal scene 
at La Falourdel's to her condemnation at the 
Toumelle, rushed upon her mind at once, not 
vague and confused as heretofore, but clear, 
distinct, vivid, living, terrible. These recol- 
lections, almost obliterated by excess of 
suffering, were revived at the sight of the 
sombre figure before her, as the heat of fire 
brings out attsh. upon white paper invisible 
letters traced upon it with sympathetic ink. 
All the woimds of her heart seemed to be torn 
open afresh and bleed simultaneously. 

''Hah!" she cried, pressing her hands to 
her eyes, with a convulsive diudder, " it is the 
priest!" 

Then she let fall her unneryed arm and 
remained sitting, with bent head, eyes fixed 
on the ground, mute, and still trembling. 

The priest gazed at her with the eye of a 
hawk which has long hovered high in the 
heavens above a pocH: meadow4ark cowering 
in the wheat, gradually and silently descend- 
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ing in ever lessening circles, and suddenly 
swooping upon his prey like a flash of light- 
ning, and holds it panting between his 
talons. 

She began to murmur in a low tone: 

*' Finish! finish! the last blow!" And 
her head sank between her shoulders in ter- 
ror, like a sheep awaiting the blow of the 
butcher's ax. 

"You look upon me with horror, then," 
he asked at length. 

She made no answer. 

"Do you look on me with horror?" he 
repeated. 

Her lips contracteci as if she were smiling. 

"Yes," said she; "the executioner taunts 
the condemned ! For months he pursues me, 
threatens me, terrifies me. But for him, my 
God, how happy I would be ! It is he who 
has cast me into this abyss ! ' Oh, heavens I 
it was he who killed — ^it was he who killed 
him — my Phoebus ! " 

Here she burst into sobs, and raising her 
eyes toward the priest : 

"Oh ! wretch ! who are you ? what have I 
done to you? do you then hate me so? 
Alas ! what have you against me?" 

" I love thee !" cried the priest. 

Her tears suddenly ceased ; she eyed him 
with the vacant stare of an idiot. He had 
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fallen on his knees and was devouring her 
with eyes of flame. 

"Dost thou hear? I love thee I" cried he 
again. 

"What love!" ejaculated the unhappy 
creature. 

He continued : 

"The love of a damned soul !'* 

Both remained silent for several minutes, 
crushed under the weight of their emotions — 
he maddened, she stupefied. 

" Listen/' ^d the priest at last, and a 
strange calm came over him; "thou shalt 
know all. I am about to tell thee what 
hitherto I have scarcely dared tell myself, 
idien I secretly questioned my conscience, in 
those dead hours of the night when it is so 
dark that it seems as though God no longer 
sees us. Listen. Before I saw thee, young 
girl, I was happy . . .'* 

" And I too !** sighed she feebly. 

" Interrupt me not I Yes, I was happy ; 
or, at least, I thought so. I was pure; my 
soul was filled with limpid light. No head 
was raised more proudly or more radiantly 
than mine. Priests consulted me on chastity, 
doctors on doctrines. Yes, science was all in 
all to me ; it was a sister^and a sister sufficed 
me. Not but that, growing older, other ideas 
came across my mind. More than once my 
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fiesh was thrilled as a woman's form passed 
by. That force of sex and passion which, 
foolish youth, I had thought stifled forever, 
had more than once shaken convulsively the 
chain of the iron vows which bind me, miser- 
able wretch, to the cold stones of the altar. 
But fasting, prayer, study, the macerations of 
the cloister again made the spirit ruler of 
the body. And then I shunned women. 
Moreover, I had but to (^n a bode, for all 
the impure vapors of the brain to evaporate 
before the splendor of science. In a few 
minutes I saw the gross things of earth flee far 
away, and I was oiice mcare calm and serene, 
bathed in the tranquil light of eternal truth. 
So long as the Demon sent only vague shadows 
of women to attack me, passing casually belbre 
my eyes, in the church, in the streets, in the 
fields, and scarcely recurring in my dreams, I 
vanquished him easily. Alas ! if the victory 
has not remained with me, it is the fault of 
God, who made not man and the D^non of 
equal strength. Listen. One day • . ." 

Here the priest paused, and Uie jMifloner 
heard deep sighs burst firom his bosom, each 
one seeming like the last tareath of s^ony. 

He resumed : 

'* One day, I was leaning on the window of 
my cell. What book was I reading? Oh I 
all that is whirling now in my brain. I wa9 
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reading. The window opened upon a square. 
I heaxd the sound of a tambourine and music. 
Vexed at being thus disturbed in my reverie, I 
glanced into the square. What I saw, otheis 
saw beside myself— and yet it was not a spec- 
tacle for mortal eye. There, in the middle of 
the pavement — ^it was noon, brilliant sunshine 
— a creature was dancing, a creature so beauti- 
ful that God would have preferred her to the 
Virgin — ^wotiM have chosen her for His mother 
— ^would have been bom of her, had she 
existed when He was made man. Her eyes 
were black and lustrous; amidst her raven 
hair, certain locks, through which the sun- 
beams shone, were glistening like threads of 
gold. Her feet moved so swiftly that they 
appeared indistinct, like the spokes of a wheel 
revolving rapidly. Around her head, amongst 
her dx>n tresses, were plates of metal, which 
sparkled in the sun, and formed about her 
temples a diadem of stars. Her dress, thickt 
set with spangles, twinkled, blue and with a 
thcHisand sparks, like a summer night. Her 
brown and pliant arms twined and untwined 
about her waist like two silken scarfs. Her 
figure was of surpassing beauty. Oh ! how 
resplendent that form>, which stood out like 
something luminous even in the verjr light of 
the Sim itself! Alas ! young girl, it was thou f 
Surprised, intoxicated, charmed, I allowed 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



Z70 NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

myself to gaze upon thee. I looked at thee 
so long that suddenly I shuddered with 
affright. I felt that the hand of Fate was 
upon me." 

The priest, oppressed by emotion, again 
paused for a moment ; then continued : 

'^ Already half fascinated, I strove to cling 
to something and to stay myself from falling* 
I recalled the snares which Satan had already 
set for me. The creature before me was of 
that {Hretematural beauty which can only be 
of heaven or hell. That was no mere girl 
moulded of our common clay, and faintly 
lighted within by the flickering ray of a 
woman's spirit. It was an angel, but of 
darkness— of flame, not of light. At the 
moment that I was thinking thus, I saw beside 
thee a goat, a beast of the witches, which 
looked at me laughingly. The midday sun 
gilded its horns with fire. Then I perceived 
the snare of the Demon, and I no longer 
doubted that thou camest from hell, and that 
thou camest for my perdition. I believed it. ' ' 

Here the priest looked the prisoner in the 
face, and added coldly : 

*'I believe it still. However, the charm 
operated little by little. Thy dancing whirled 
in my brain ; I felt the mysterious spell at 
work within me. All that should have waked 
in my soul was lulled to sleep; and, like 
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those who perish in the snow, I took pleasure 
in yielding to that slumber. All at once thou 
didst b^^ to sing. What could I do, wretch 
that I was ? Thy song was still more bewitch- 
ing than thy dance. I tried to flee — ^impos- 
sible. I was nailed, rooted to the ground. 
It seemed as if the marble flags had risen to 
my knees. I was forced to remain until the 
end. My feet were ice, my brain was boiling. 
At lengdi thou didst, perhaps, take pity on 
me: thou didst cease to sing; thou didst 
disappear. The reflection of the dazzling 
vision, the reverberation of the enchanting 
music, gradually fieuled from my eyes and ears. 
Then I sank into the comer of the window, 
more stifi" and helpless than a fallen statue. 
The vesper bell roused me. I rose, I fled; 
but, alas ! something within me had fallen to 
rise no more ; something came upon me from 
which I could not flee !" 
He made another pause and proceeded : 
''Yes; from that day forth there was within 
me a man I knew n(^. I had recourse to all my 
remedies — the cloister, the altar, work, books 
— ^follies ! Oh ! how empty science sounds 
when we beat against it in despair a head 
filled with frantic passion 1 Knowest thou, 
young girl, what I saw eva: after between the 
book and me? Thee, thy shadow, the image 
of the luminous i^parition which had one 
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day passed before ipe. But that image was 
no longer oi the same hue; it was gloomy, 
fimereal, darksome — ^like the black circle that 
long hangs about the vision of the imprudent 
one who has been gazing steadfastly at the 
sun. 

** Unable to rid myself of it — ^hearing thy 
song ever humming in my head— constantly 
seeing thy feet dancing on my breviary — 
constantly feeling at night, in my dreeuns, 
thy fottn against my own — ^I wished to see 
thee again — to touch thee — ^to know who thou 
wast — ^to see whether I should find thee indeed 
equal to the ideal image that had remained of 
thee — ^to dispel, perhaps, my dream with the* 
reality. At all events, I hoped a new impres- 
sion would efface the first, and the first had 
become insupportable. I sought thee. I 
saw thee again. Misery ! When I had seen 
thee twice, I wished to see thee a thou- 
sand times, I wished to see thee always! 
Th^ — how stop short on that steep descent 
to hell? Then I was no longer my own 
master. The other end of the thread which 
the Demon had tied about my wings was 
fastened to his foot. I became vagrant and 
wandering like thyself, I waited for thee 
tinder porches, I spied thee out at the comers 
of stiteets, I watched thee from the top of my 
tower. Each night I found myself more 
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charmed, more despairing, more fascinated, 
more lost 1 

" I had learned who thou wast — a gypsy f 
a Bohemian, a gitana, a zingara. How 
could I doubt the witchcraft? Listen. I 
hoped that a trial would rid me of the charm. 
A sorceress had bewitched Bruno of Asti ; he 
had her burned, and was cured. I knew it; I 
wished to try the remedy. First, I tried to have 
thee forbidden the square in front of Notre- 
Dame, hoping to forget thee if thou earnest no 
more. Thou didst not heed, lliou earnest 
again. Then came the idea of carrying thee 
off. One night I attempted it. Th^e were 
two of us. Already we had laid hold on thee, 
when that wretched ofl&ceJ* cismie upon us. He 
delivered thee. Thus was he the banning 
of thy misfortunes, of mine, and of his own. 
At length, not knowing what to do or what 
was to become of me, I denounced thee to tl» 
official. 

"I thought I should be cured like Bruno of 
Asti. I, also, had a confused idea that a trial 
would deliver thee into my hands; that in a 
I»rison I should hold thee, I should have thee; 
that there thou couldst not escape me; that 
thou hadst possessed me a sufficiently long time 
to give me the right to possess thee in my 
turn. When one does evil, one should do it 
thoroughly. 'Tis madness to stop midway 
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in the monstrous! The extremity of crime 
has its delirium of joy. A priest and a witch 
may mingle in ecstacy upon the straw of a 
dungeon floor 1 

" So I denounced thee. ' Twas then that I 
used to terrify thee whenever I met thee. The 
plot which I was weaving against thee, the 
storm which I was brewing over thy head, 
burst from me in muttered threats and Jight- 
ning glances. Still I hesitated. My project 
had its appaling sides, which made me shrink 
back. 

"Parhaps I might have renounced it, 
perhaps might my hideous thought have 
withered in my brain without bearing fruit. 
I thought it would always depend upon me to 
follow up or set aside this prosecution. But 
every evil thought is inexorable, and insists on 
becoming a deed ; where I supposed myself 
all-powerful. Fate was mightier than I. Alas ! 
alas ! 'tis she who has laid hold on thee, and 
cast thee amid the terrible machinery of the 
engine I had secretly constructed! Listen; 
I am nearing the end. 

''One day — again the sun was shining 
brightly — I beheld a man pass me who pro- 
nounced thy name and laughed, and who 
carried profligacy in his eyes. Damnation! 
I followed him. Thou knowest the rest." 

He ceased. 
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the young girl could fmd but one word : 

"Oh, myKioebusr* 

"Not that name !" said the priest, seizing 
her arm with violence. " Pronounce not that 
name ! Oh ! unhappy wretches that we are ; 
/tis.that name which has ruined us ! or rather, 
we have ruined each other by the inexplic- 
able play of &te! Thou art suffering, art 
thou not? Thou art cold; darkness blinds 
thee; the dungeon wraps thee round; but, 
perhaps, thou hast still some light shining 
within thee — ^were it only thy childish love 
for that empty being who was trifling with 
thy heart ? while I — ^I bear the dungeon within 
tae ; within me is winter, ice, despair ; I have 
the darkness in my soul. 

"Knowest thou all that I have suffered? I 
was present at thy trial. I was seated on the 
bench with the officials. Yes, under one of 
those priestly hoods were the contortions of a 
damned spirit. When thou wast brought in, 
I was there ; when thou wast interrogated, I 
was there. The den of wolves ! 'Twas my 
own crime; 'twas my own gibbet they were 
slowly constructing over thy head! At each 
deposition, at each proof, at each pleading, I 
was there ; I could count each of thy steps on 
the road of agony. I was there, again, when 
that wild beast ... Oh! I had not fore- 
seen the torture ! Listen. I followed thee to 
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the chamber of anguish. I saw tiiee stripped 
and handled by the vile hands of the torturer. 
I saw thy foot— that foot, upon which I would 
have given an empire to press a single kiss 
and die ; that foot, beneath which I would 
with rapture have been crushed — that foot I 
bdield encased in the horriUe boot, that 
boot winch converts the Mmb of a living 
being into bleeding pulpl Oh! wretched met 
while I looked on at that I grasped beneath 
my sackcloth a dagger with which I lacerated 
my breast. At the shriek which thou utteredst, 
I lounged it in my fiesh ; at a second cry, it 
would have entered my heart Look ; I think 
it still bleeds." 

He opened his cassock. His breast was 
indeed torn as if by a tiger^s claws, and in 
his side was a large, ill-closed wound. 

The prisoner shrank back with horror. 

<*Ohr* said the priest, "girl, have pity 
on mel Thou thinkest thyself unhaj^y. 
Alas I alas ! thou knowest not what misery is. 
Oh I to love a woman — ^to be a priest — to be 
hated — ^to love her with all the fury of your soul 
— to feel that you would give for the least of 
her smiles your blood, your vitals, your reputa- 
tion, your salvation, immcntality and eternity, 
this life and the other — to regret ycwi are not 
a king, a genius, an emperor, an archangel, 
God, that you might place a greats slave 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



<* LEAVE ALL HOPE BEHIND" I77 

beneadi ha: feet — to clasp her day and night 
in your dreams, in your thoughts ; and to see 
her in love with the trappings of a soldier, 
and liave nothing to offer her but a priest's 
dirty cassock, which will terrify and disgust 
her. To be present with your jealousy and your 
rage while she lavishes on a miserable, blus- 
tering imbecile treasures of love and beauty ! 
To behold tiiat body whose form inflames you, 
that bosom which has so much sweetness, that 
flesh tremble and blush under the kisses of 
anodier ! Oh heavens ! to love her foot, her 
arm, her shoulder! to think of her blue veins, 
of her brown skin, until one writhes for 
nights together on the pavement of <me's cell ; 
and to see all those caresses one has dreamed 
of end in torture 1 to have succeeded only in 
la3ring her on the bed of leather! Oh, these 
are the true pincers heated at the fires of hell ! 
Oh! happy is he that is sawed asunder between 
two planks, or torn to pieces by four horses I 
Knowest thou what torture he feels through 
long nights? whose arteries boil, whose heart 
seems bursting, whose head seems splitting, 
whose teeth tear his hands — ^fell tormentors 
which turn him incessantly, as on a flery 
gridiron, over a thought of love, jealousy 
and despair? Mercy, girl! A truce for a 
moment ! A few ashes on this living coal ! 
Wipe away, I beseech thee, the big drops of 
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sweat that trickle from my brow ! Child! 
torture me with one hand, but caress m€ 
with the other 1 Have pity, maiden! have 
pity on me." 

The priest writhed on the wet pavement 
and beat his head against the edges of the 
stone steps'. The young girl listen^ to him, 
looked at him. 

When he ceased speakings panting and 
exhausted, she repeated in an undertone: 

"Oh, my Phoebus!" 

The priest dragged himself towards her on 
his knees. 

"I implore thee," cried he, "if thou hast 
any bowels of compassion, repulse me not ! 
Oh ! I love thee ! I am a miserable wretch 1 
When thou utterest that name, unhappy girl, 
it is as if thou wert grinding between thy teeth 
every fibre of my heart ! Mercy ! If thou 
comest from hell, I go thither with thee. I 
have done everything to that end. The hell 
where thou art will be my paradise; the sight 
of thee is more entrancing than that of God. 
Oh! say! wilt thou none of me, then? I 
should have thought the moimtains would 
have been shaken on their foundations the 
day a woman would repulse such a love. Oh ! 
if thou wouldst ... Oh! how happy 
could we be ! We would flee; I would help 
thee to flee; we woidd go somewhere; we 
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would seek that spot on the earth where 
the sun is brightest, the trees most luxuriant, 
the sky the bluest We would love each 
other; we would pour our two souls one into 
the other and we would each have an inextin- 
guishable thirst for the other which we would 
quench incessantly and together at the inex- 
haustible fountain of love !" 

She interrupted him with a loud and terrible 
laugh. 

"Look, father! you have blood upon your 
fingers!" 

« The priest remained for some moments 
petrified, his eyes fixed on his hand. 

"Yes, 'tis well," he resumed at length 
with strange gentleness; "insult me, taunt 
me, overwhelm me with scorn! but come, 
come away. Let us hasten. It is to be 
to-morrow, I tell thee. The gibbet on the 
Gr^ve, thou knowest ! It is ever ready. 'Tis 
horrible ! to see thee borne in that tumbrel ! 
Oh! mercy! Never did I feel as at this 
moment how dearly I love thee. Oh ! follow 
me. Thou shalt hate me as long as thou wilt. 
Only come. To-morrow! to-morrow! the 
gibbet! thy execution! Oh! save thyself! 
spare me!" 

He seized her arm; he was frantic; he 
strove to drag her away. 

She fixed her eye intently on him. 
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'' What has become of my Phoebus?" 

''Ah !" said the priest^ letting go her ana, 
<*you have no pity !" 

"What has become of Phoebus?" she re- 
peated coldly. 

" He is dead !" cried the priest. 

'' Dead !" said she, still cold and paasioii- 
less ; " then why do you talk to me of Hving ?'* 

He heard her not. 

" Oh, yes!" said he, as if talking to him- 
self, "he must indeed be dead. The blade 
entered deep. I believe I touched his heart 
with the point* Oh ! my very soul was in 
that dagger's point 1" 

The young girl rushed upon him like an. 
enraged tigress, and thrust him against the 
flight of steps with supernatural strength. 

"Begone, monster! begone, murderer! 
leave me to die! May the blood of us both 
mark thy brow with an everlasting stain ! . . . 
Be thine ! priest ? Never ! never ! nothing 
shall unite us! not hell itself] Begone, ac- 
cursed! Never!" 

The priest had stumbled to the steps. He 
silently disengaged his feet from the folds of 
his cassock, took up his lantern, and began 
slowly to ascend the steps leading to the door; 
he reopened the door and went out. 

All at once the young girl beheld his head 
re-appear; his face wore a frightful exprcs- 
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sion, and he cried to her, hoarse with rage 
and despair: 

"I tell thee, he is dead 1" 

She fell face downwards on the ground, 
and no sound was heard in the dungeon save 
the sob of the drop of water which made the 
pool palpitate amid the darkness. 
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I do not think there is anything in the 

world more gladsome than the ideas which 

awake in a mother's heart at the sight of her 

child's little shoe ; above all, when it is the 

holiday, the Sunday^ the christening shoe — 

the shoe embroidered to the very sole, a shoe 

in which the child has not yet taken one step. 

That shoe has so much daintiness and grace, 

it is so impossible for it to walk, that it seems 

to the mother as though she saw her child. 

She smiles at it, she kisses it, she talks to it, 

she asks herself whether there can actually be 

a foot so tiny ; and, if the child be absent, 

the pretty shoe suffices to bring the soft and 

fragile creature before her eyes. She fancies 

she sees it — she does see it — full of life and 

laughter, with its delicate hands, its round 

head, its pure lips, its serene eyes, whose 

white is blue. If it be winter, there it is, 

crawling on the carpet, climbing laboriously 

upon a stool; and the mother trembles lest it 
182 
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go too near the fire. If it be summer, it 
creeps about the yard, the garden, plucks up 
the grass from between the stones, gazes with 
artless wonder, and rearlcssly, at the big dogs, 
the great horses, plays with the shelUwork, 
the flowers, and makes the ^.irdt^iei scold 
when he finds the gravel on tlu bt^is aiil the 
mould upon the walk*^. Evtrr'; •; snuirs, 
everything is bright, everylh ! j I -"- ♦ . ! ' t, 
itself, even to 'I'e zephvT ar-ij Ax > • ■ . i. , 
which sport i". i'^ .v v r : I'.isi j-, v: .'j-i. . 
The shoe rf' '» '-. ■»!> iU\^ to i)\' r-;^ •-■. .,,■.■ 
herlu-u"! JK ;'-.'.=< • "v ? - <.' ax t. :. f ■ 

images of joy, of (.t ;;,, a, t.,1 ',»'^..K ih'^. ••'.' ,r 
swarmed around the iitrlc ^'hk-, h^ ,, ; ,, 
many sources of horror. Tiit pfvit) : r 
embroidered shoe is now only an instrjijic^^r 
of torture, incessantly racking the heart of 
the mother. It is still the same chord which 
vibrates, the ni^ic the most sensitive, the most 
profoimd; but inbcead of its being touched 
by an angel, it is now wrenched by a demon. 
One morning, as the May sun was rising in 
one of those deep blue skies in whic h Garo- 
folo loves to picture the descent from the 
cross, the recluse of the Tour-Roland heard 
the sound of wheels, the tramp of horses and 
the clanking of irons in the Place de Gr^ve. 
She was but little roused by it, fastened her 
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hair over her ears to deaden die sound, and 
on her knees resumed her contemplatkm of 
the inanimate object which she had been 
thus adoring for fifteen years. That little 
shoe, we have already said, was to her the 
universe. Her thoughts were locked up 
in it, never to be parted from it bat by 
death. What bitter imprecations she had 
breathed to heaven, what heart-rending com- 
plaints, what prayers and sobs about this 
charming, rosy, satin toy, the gloomy cave of 
the Tour-Roland only knew. Never was 
keener anguish lavished upon a thing more 
charming or more delicate. 
) That morning it seemed as if her grief 
was venting itself more violently than usual, 
and she was heard from without lamenting in 
a loud and monotonous voice that wrung to 
the heart. 

"Oh! my child," said she, "my child! 
my poor, dear, little babe, I shall see thee then 
no more ! Is it then over? It always seems 
to me as if it happened but yesterday 1 My 
God! my God! to take her from me so soon; 
it would have been better not to have given 
her to me ! You do not know, then, that our 
children are of our own bowels, and a modier 
that has lost her child believes no longer 
in God? Ah! wretched that I am, to have 
gone out thi^ day! Lord! Lord! to take 
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her from me thus ! You never saw me idth 
her, then, when I warmed her all joyous at 
my fire, when she laughed at me as I gave 
her suck, when I made her little feet cicep 
up my bosom to my lips? Oh ! if you had 
but seen that, my God 1 you would have had 
pity on my joy; you would not have tatoi 
from me the only love that was yet left in my 
heart 1 Was I such a wretched creature, ^n, 
Lord, that you could not look at me before 
you condemned me? Alasl alas! there is 
the shoe; but the foot, where is ft? where is 
the child? My babe! my babel what have 
they done with thee? Lord, give her back 
to me! For fifteen years have I torn my 
knees in praying to thee, my God t Is that 
not enough? Give her back to me for one 
day, one hour, one minute, but for one minute. 
Lord, and then cast me to the evil one for- 
ever I Oh ! if I ODly knew where lay but the 
hem of your garment, I would cling to it 
with both my hands, and you would be 
obliged to give me back my child 1 Her 
pretty little shoe, have you no pity on it. 
Lord ? Can you condemn a poor motha: to 
these fifteen years of twture? Good Virgin I 
good Virgin of Heaven I my infant Jesus has 
been taken from me; they have stolen it, they 
have oiten it on the wild heath^they have 
drunk its blood>.they have. crushed lits bones ! 
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Good Virgin 1 have pity on me 1 My 
dai^hter 1 I must have my daughter 1 What 
care I that she should be in heaven! I'll 
none of your angel, I want my child 1 I am 
the lioness, I want my whelp 1 Oh, I'll 
writhe upon the ground, I'll dash my fore- 
head against the stones^ I'll damn myself and 
curse you. Lord, if you keep from me my 
child 1 You see how my arms are bitten. 
Lord ! Has the good God no pity ? Oh, 
give me but black bread and salt, only let me 
have my child to warm me like a sun 1 Alas ! 
Lord God, I am only a vile sinner, but my 
child made me pious. I was full of religion 
for love of her, and I saw you through her 
smile as through an opening of heaven. Oh, 
let me only once, once again, but a single 
time, put this shoe on her pretty, little, rosy 
foot, and I will die, good Virgin, blessing 
you ! Ah ! fifteen years ! she would be grown 
upi now. Unhappy child I What ! is it true, 
then^ I shall never see her more, not even in 
heaven? for I shall never go there. Oh, 
what misery to say, * There is her shoe, and 
that is ail 1" 

Tlie wretched woman had thrown herself on 
this ^boe, for so many years her consolation 
and despair, and her heart was rent with sobs 
as on tiie first day — ^for to a mother that has 
lost her child, it is always the first day. That 
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grief never grows old. The mourning gar- 
ments may wear out and lose their dye> the 
heart remains dark. At that moment, fresh 
and joyous children's voices passed before the 
cell. Whenever any children met her eye or 
ear, the poor mother used to rush in the dark- 
est comer of her sepulchre, and seemed as if 
she would plunge her head into the stone that 
she might not hear them. This time, on the 
contrary, she started up and listened eagerly. 
One of the little boys had just said : 

"They're going to hang a gypsy-woman 
to-day." 

With a sudden bound, Hke that of the 
spider which we have seen rush upon a fly at 
the trembling of her web, she ran to her loop- 
hole, which looked out, as the reader is aware^ 
upon the Place de Gr^e. There, indeed, 
was a ladder reared against the permanent 
gibbet, and the hangman's assistant was 
busy adjusting the chains rusted by the rain» 
Some people were standing around. 

The smiling group of children was already 
far away. The recluse sought with her eyes 
son^ passer-by whom she might interrogate. 
Close to her cdl she perceived a priest, 
who pretended to be reading in the public 
breviary, but whose mind was mcuch less oc- 
cupied with the lattice-guarded volume than 
with the gibbet, toward which he cast froni 
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time to time a stern and gloomy look. She 
reco^iaed Mon»eur the ardideacon of Josas, 
aholy maji. 

** Father/* a^ed she, "whom are they 
about to hang yonder ?'* 

The priest looked at her without answering; 
she repeated the question, and. then he said^ 
"Idom'tkhow." 

" There were some children that said it was 
a gypsy-woman/' continued the reduse. 

** I believe it is," said the priest. 

Then Paquette la Chantefleurie burst into a 
hyena-like laughter. 

"Sister," said the ardideacon, "you 
gready hate the gypsy-women theti?'** 

"Hate them!" cried the recluse; ''they 
are witches, child stealers ! They devoured 
my little girl, my child, my only child 1 I 
have po heart Idt; they have devoured it !" 

She was frightful. The priest looked at 
her coldly. 

" There is one of them whom I hate above 
all, and whom I have cursed," resumed she; 
" a young one, who is the age my girl would 
be if her mother had not eaten my ^1. 
Every time that young vipa: passes before my 
cell she makes my blood boil." 

"Well, sister, be jo)rful>" said the priest, 
icy as a sepulchral statue f> " that is the one 
you are abcMit to see die." 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



THE MOTHER 1 89 



His head fell upon his breast and he moved 
slowly away. 

The recluse writhed her arms with joy. 

" I had foretold it to her that she would 
go up there again. Thank you, priest," cried 
she. 

And then she began to pace with rapid 
steps before the bars of her window, her hair 
disheveled, her eyes glarings striking her 
i^oulder against t^e wall, with the wild air 
of a caged she-welf that has lo&g been 
hungry and feels that the hour of h^ repast 
» approaching. .. 
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THREE HUMAN HEARTS DIFFERENTLY 
CONSTITUTED 

Phoebus, however, was not dead. Men of 
that stamp are hard to kill. When Maitre 
Philippe Lheulier, king's advocate extraordi- 
nary, had said to poor Esmeralda, ''he is 
dying," it was an error or in jest. When the 
archdeacon had repeated to. the condemned 
girl, " he is dead," the fact was that he knew 
nothing about the matter, but he believed it, 
he made sure of it and he had no doubt of it. 
It would have been too hard for. him to give 
favorable news of his rival to the woman 
whom he loved. Any man would have done 
the same in his place. 

Not that Phoebus's wound was not severe, 
but it was less so than the archdeacon flattered 
himself. The surgeon, to whose house the 
soldiers of the watch had at once carried him, 
had, for a week, feared for his life, and had 
even told him so in Latin. However, youth 
triumphed ; and as often happens, notwith- 
standing prognostics and diagnostics. Nature 
190 
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amused herself by saving the patient, in spite 
of the physician. It was while he was still 
lying upon the leech's pallet that he under- 
went the first interrogatories of Philippe 
Lheulier and the official inquisitors, which 
he had found especially wearisome. Accord- 
ingly, one fine morning, feeling himself better, 
he had left his golden spurs in pa3rment to 
the man of medicine, and taken himself off. 
This, however, had not in the least affected 
the judicial proceedings. Justice in those 
days cared little about clearness and precision 
in the proceedings against a criminal. Pro^ 
vided only that the accused was hung, that 
was all that was necessary. Now the judges 
had ample proof against La Esmeralda. They 
believed Phoebus to be dead— and that was the 
end of the matter. 

Phoebus, for his part, had fled to no great 
distance. He had simply rejoined his com- 
pany in garrison at Queue-en-Brie, in the 
Isle of France, a few stages from Paris. 
' After all, it did not please him in the least 
to appear in this suit. He had a vague im- 
pression that he would play a ridiculous part 
in it. In fact, he did not very well know 
what to think of the whole affair. Irreligious 
and superstitious, like every soldier- who is 
pothing but a soldier, when he came to quesr 
tion himself about this adventure, he was 
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not altogether without his suspicions of the 
Httle goat, of the singular fashion in which 
he had first met La E^neralda, of the no less 
strange manner in which she had betrayed 
her love, of her being a gypsy, and lastly of 
the spectre monk. He perceived in all these 
incidents much more magic than love ; prob- 
ably a sorceress ; perhaps a devil; a sort of 
drama, in short ; or, to speak the language 
of that day, a mystery — ^very disagreeable 
indeed — ^in which he played a very awkward 
part, that of the personage beaten and laughed 
at. The captain felt abashed at this ; he ex- 
perienced that sort of shame vAddb, Lafontaine 
has so admirably defined : 

Ashamed as a fox caught by a hen. 
Moreover, he hoped that the affair would 
not be noised abroad; that, himself being 
absent, his name would hardly be pronounced 
in connection with it, and that in any case it 
would not go beyond, the court room of the 
Toumelle. In this he was not mistaken. 
There was then no Gazette des Tribunaux; 
and as hardly a week passed in which there 
was not some counterfeiter to boil, some 
witch to hangf or some^ heretic to bum, at 
some of the numberless j^/rV^i" of Paris, 
people were so much accustomed to see at 
every ciossway the ancient feudal Themis, 
bare-armed, with sleeves turned up, doing her 
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work at the gibbets, the whipping posts and 
pillories, that they hardly paid any heed to it. 
The aristocracy of that day scarcely knew 
the name of the victim who passed by at the 
comer of the street ; and, at most, it was 
only the populace that regaled itself with this 
coarse fare. An execution was. a common 
incident in the public highways, like the 
baker's braising pan or the butcher's slaughter 
house. The executioner was but a sort of 
butcher of a little deeper dye than the rest. 

Phoebus, therefore, soon set his mind at 
rest in regard to the enchantress Esmeralda 
or Similar, as he called her, to the dagger 
thrust which he had received from the gypsy- 
girl, or from the spectre monk (it mattered 
little to him which), and to the issue of the 
trial. But no sooner was his heart vacant on 
that score, than the image of Fleur-de-Lys 
returned thither; for the heart of Captain 
Phoebus, like the natural philosophy of the 
day, abhorred a vacuum. 

Moreover, he found it very dull staying at 
Queue-en-Brie, a village of farriers and cow- 
girls with chapped hands ; a long string of 
poor huts and thatched cottages, bordering 
the highway on both sides for half a league ; 
a tail (queue) in short, as its name imports. 

Fleur-de-Lys was his last flame but one — sl 
pretty girl, a delightful dowry. Accordingly, 
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one fine morning, quite cured, and fairly pre- 
suming that after two months had elapsed, the 
affair of the gypsy-girl must be over and forgot- 
ten, the amorous cavalier arrived on a prancing 
horse at the door of the Gondelaurier mansion. 

He paid no heed to a somewhat numerous 
rabble which had gathered in the Place du 
Parvis, before the portal of Notre-Dame. 
He recollected that it was the month of May; 
he supposed it to be some procession, some 
Whitsuntide or holiday ; fastened his horse's 
bridle to the ring at the gate, and gaily 
ascended the stairs in search of his fair 
betrothed. 

She was alone witii her mother. 

Fleur-de-Lys had still weighing upon her 
heart the scene of the sorceress with her goat 
and its accursed alphabet, and the lengthened 
absence of Phoebus. Nevertheless, when she 
beheld her captain enter, she thought him so 
handsome, his doublet so new, his baldrick so 
shining, and his air so impassioned, that she 
blushed with pleasure. The noble damoiselle 
herself was more charming than ever. Her 
magnificent fair locks were braided to perfec- 
tion ; she was clad in all that heavenly blue 
which so well becomes fiadr people (a bit of 
coquetry she had learned from Colombe), and 
her eyes swam in that languor of love which 
becomes them still better. 
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Phoebus, who had seen nothing in the line 
of beauty since he quitted the country wenches 
of Queue-en-Brie, was intoxicated with the 
sight of Fleur-de-Lys — which imparted to our 
officer so eager and gallant an air that his 
peace was made immediately. Madame de 
Gondelaurier herself, still maternally seated 
in her big arm-chair, had not the courage to 
scold him. As for Fletu:-de-Lys's reproaches, 
they died away in tender cooings. 
- The young lady was seated near the win- 
dow, still embroidering her grotto of Nep- 
timus. The captain was leaning over the 
back of her chair, while she murmured to 
him her gentle upbraidings. 

** What have you been doing with yourself 
for these two months past, you naughty man ?' * 

" I swear,'* replied Phoebus, a little embar- 
rassed by the question, **that you are beautiful 
enough to set an archbishop to dreaming." 

She could not help smiling. 

**Good, good, sir. Let my beauty alone 
and answer me. Fine beauty, indeed !" 

" Well, my dear cousin, I was recalled to 
the garrison." 

**And where was that, if you please? and 
why did you not come to bid me farewell?** 

"At Queue-en-Brie.** 

Phoebus was delighted that the first ques- 
tion had helped him to elude the second. 
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"But that is quite close by, sir. How hap- 
pened it that you came not once to see me ?* * 

Here Phoebus was very seriously p«T)lexed. 
*' Because — the service — and then, charming 
cousin, I have been ill." 

" 111 !*' she repeated in alarm. 

" Yes — ^wounded. * ' 

*' Wounded I" 

The poor girl was quite overcome. 

"Oh, do not be frightened at that," said 
Phoebus, carelessly; "it was nothing. A 
quarrel — sl sword cut — ^what is that to you?" 

"What is that to me !" exclaimed Fleur-de- 
Lys, lifting her beautiful eyes filled with tears. 
"Oh! you do not say what you think when 
you speak thus. What sword cut was that ? 
I wish to know all." 

"Well, my dear fair one, I had a quarrel 
with Mah6 F^y, you know, the lieutenant of 
Saint Germain-en-Laye ; and we have ripped 
open a few inches of skin for each other — 
that is all." 

The mendacious captain was well aware 
that an affair of honor always set a man off to 
advantage in the eyes of a woman. In fact, 
Fleur-de-Lys looked him in the face with 
mingled sensations of fear, pleasure and ad- 
miration. Still, she was not completely 
reassured. 

" Provided that you are wholly cured, my 
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Phoebus!" said she. "I do not know your 
Mah6 Ffedy, but he is a villainous man. And 
whence arose this quarrel?" 

Here Phoebus, whose imagination was only 
tolerably active, began to be rather at a loss 
how to find a means of extricating himself for 
his prowess. 

. "Oh, I know not; a mere nothing; a horse; 
a remark! Fair cousin," he exclaimed, by 
way of turning the conversation, "what noise 
is that in the square?". He went to the 
window. 

" Oh, heavens 1 fair cousin, what a great 
crowd in the Place." 

-** I do not know," said Fleur-de-Lys ; "it 
appears that a witch is to do penance this 
morning before the church, and thereafter 
to be hanged." 

So absolutely did the captain believe the 
affair of La Esmeralda to be terminated, that 
he was little aiected by these words of Fleur- 
de-Lys. Nevertheless, he asked her one or 
two questions. 

" What is the name of this witch?" 

"I do not know," she replied. 

" And what is she said to have done ?" 

She again shrugged her white shoulders. 

"I know not." 

" Oh, my sweet Saviour !" said the mother, 
" there are so many sorcerers nowadays that 
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they bum them, I verily believe, without 
knowing their names. One might as well 
seek the name of every cloud in the sky. 
After all, one may be tranquil. The good 
God keeps his register." Here the venerable 
dame rose and went to the window. " Good 
Lord!" she cried, "you are right, Phoebus — 
there is indeed a great crowd of the populace. 
There they are, blessed be God ! even on the 
house-tops I Do you know, Phoebus, this re- 
minds me of my yoimg da)rs — ^thc entry of 
King Charles VII., when there was also such 
a crowd. I no longer remember what year it 
was. When I speak of this to you it pro- 
duces upon you the effect — does it not?-^of 
something very old, and upon me of some- 
thing very young. Oh! the crowd was far 
finer than now. There were some even upon 
the battlements of the Porte Saint Antoine. 
The king had the queen on a pillion; and 
after their highnesses came all the ladies 
mounted behind all the lords. I remember 
there was much laughing; for by the ade of 
Amanyon de Garlande, who was very short of 
stature, there was the Sire Matefelon, a knight 
of gigantic stature, who had killed heaps of 
English. It was very fine. A procession of 
all the gentlemen of France, with their red 
banners waving in the air. There were some 
with pennons, and some with banners. Let 
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me see — there was the Sire of Calan, with his 
pennon; Jean de Chateaumorant, with his 
banner ; the Sire of Coucy, with his banner, 
and a richer one, too, than any of the others, 
except the Duke of BourbcHi's. Alas ! 'tis a 
sad thing to think that all that has existed, 
and exists no longer." 

The two lovers were not listening to the 
worthy dowager. Phcebus had returned to 
lean over the back of the chair of his be- 
trothed; a charming situation, whence his 
libertine gaze could invade every opening 
in Fleur-de-Lys's collarette. This collarette 
gaped so opportunely, and revealed to him so 
many exquisite things, and led him to divine 
so many others, that Phoebus, dazzled by 
this skin with its gleams of satin, said to him* 
self, "How can one love any but a fair 
skin?'' 

Both were silent. The young girl raised 
sweet, enraptured eyes to him, from time to 
time, and their hair mingled in a ray of spring 
sunshine. 

" Phoebus," said Fleur-dc-Lys suddenly, in 
a low tone, "we are to be married in three 
months — swear to me that you have never 
k)ved any woman but myself." 

"I swear it, fair angel !" replied Phoebus; 
and his passionate gaze combined with the 
truthful tone of his voice to convince Reur- 
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de-Lys. Perhaps, indeed, at that moment, 
he himself believed what he was saying. 

Meanwhile, the good mother, delighted to 
see the betrothed pair on such excellent terms, 
had left the apartment to attend to some 
household matter. Hioebus observed it; and 
this so much emboldenisd the adventurous 
captain, that some very strange ideas entered 
his brain. Fleur-de-Lys loved him; he was 
her betrothed ; she was alone with him ; his 
former inclination for her had revived, not 
with all its freshness, but with all its ardor; 
after all, there was no great harm in tasting 
one's fruit before it is harvested. I do not 
know whether these ideas actually crossed his 
mind, but so much is certain, that Fleur-de- 
Lys was suddenly alarmed at the expression 
of his glance. She looked arotmd and saw 
that her mother was no longer there. 

''Good heavens 1'' said she, flushed and un- 
easy, ** I am very warm !" 

"I think, indeed," returned Phoebi», ^'it 
must be almost noon. The sun is trouble- 
some; we need only draw the curtains." 

*'No, no!" cried the trembling damsel; 
" on the contrary, I need air. * * 

And, like a fawn that scents the breath of 
the approaching pack, she rose, hurried to the 
window, opened it, and rushed upon the 
balcony. 
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Phoebus, considerably vexed, followed her. 

The Place du Parvis Notre-Dame, upon 
which, as we know, the balcony looked, pre- 
sented, at that moment, a singular and sinister 
spectacle, which suddenly altered the nature 
of the timid Flair-de-Lys's alamk 

An immense crowd, which overflowed into 
all the neighboring streets, blocked up the 
square itself. The low wall, breast high, in- 
closing the Parvis, wotdd not have sufficed to 
keep it clear, had it not been lined by dense 
ranks of the sergeants of the Onze-vingts, and 
of hack-buteers, culverin in hand. Owing, 
however, to this grove of pikes and arque- 
busses, the Parvis was empty. Its entrance 
was guarded by a body of the bishop's own 
halberdiers. The great dcfors of the church 
were shut, in contrast to the countless win- 
dows overlooking the square, which, open up to 
the very gables, tevealed thousands of heads 
heaped one upon another, something like the 
balls in a park of artillery. 

The surface of this mob was gray, dirty 
and squalid. The spectacle which it was 
awaiting was evidently one of those which 
have the privilege of extracting and collect- 
ing all that is most unclean in the population. 
Nothing could be more- hideous than the 
noise which arose from that swarm of soiled 
caps and unkempt heads. In this crowd 
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there was more lai^ter than shouting, more 
women than men. 

Ever and anon some sharp, riirill voice 
pierced the general uproar. 

''Hi! Mahiet Baliffre ! Is she to be hanged 
yonder?" 

''Simpleton! 'ds here she is to do penance 
in her shift. The priest will spit a little Latin 
in her face. That is always done here at mid- 
day. If 'tis the gallows you want, you must 
e'en go to the Gr^e." 

" ru go there afterwards." 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ :|e 

"Tell me, Boucanbry, is it teue that she 
has refused a confessor?" 

"So it seems, La Bechaigne." 

" Look at that, the heathen !" 
***** * 

" Sir, it is the cu^om. The Palace bailiff 
is bound to deliver the malefactor, ready sen- 
tenced, for execution ; if 'tis a layman, to the 
provost of Paris ; if 'tis a clerk, to the official 
of the bishopric." 

"Thank you, sir." 
***** * 

"Oh, heavens!" said Fleur-de-Lys, "the 
poor creature!" 

This thought filled with sadness the glance 
which she cast upon the crowd. The captain, 
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much more occupied with her than with that 
pack of rabble, was amorously fingering her 
girdle behind. She turned around, with 
smiling entreaty. 

**For pity's sake, let me alone, Phoebus! 
if my mother were to return she would see 
your hand." 

At that moment, the clock of Notre- 
Dame slowly struck twelve. A murmur of 
satisfaction burst from the crowd. The last 
vibration of the twelfth stroke had hardly died 
away, when all the heads surged like the 
waves before a sudden gale, and an immense 
shout went up from the pavement, from 
the windows, and from the roofs, "There 
she is I" 

Fleur-de-I.)rs covered her eyes with her 
hands, that she might not see. 

"My charmer,** said Phoebus, "will you 
go in?'* 

"No," replied she; and those eyes which 
she had just closed through fear, she opened 
again through curiosity. 

A tumbrel drawn by a strong Norman dray 
horse, and quite surrounded by horsemen in 
violet livery with white crosses, had just 
entered the square from the Rue Saint-Pierre- 
aux-Boeufs. The sergeants of the watch 
cleared a passage for it through the crowd by 
a vigorous use of their whit-leather whips. 
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Beside the tumbrel rode some officers of 
justice and police, recognizable by their black 
costume and their awkwardness in the saddle. 
Mattre Jacques Charmolue paraded at their 
head. 

In the fatal cart sat a young girl, her hands 
tied behind her, and with no priest at her 
side. She was in her shift ; her long black 
hair (the custom then was to cut it only at 
the foot of the gibbet) fell in disorder upon 
her half-bared throat and shoulders. 

Athwart that waving hair, more glossy than 
a raven's plumage, a rough, gray cord was 
seen, twisted and knotted, chafing her delicate 
skin and winding about the poor girl's 
graceful neck like an earthworm around a 
flower. Beneath that rope glittered a small 
amulet, ornamented with bits of green glass, 
which had been left to her, no doubt, because 
nothing is refused to those about to die. The 
spectators at the windows could see in the 
bottom of the tumbrel her naked legs, which 
she strove to conceal under her as by a final 
feminine instinct. At her feet lay a little 
goat, bound. The prisoner was holding to- 
gether with her teeth her ill-tied chemise. 
It seemed as if even in her misery she still 
suffered from being thus exposed almost naked 
before all eyes. Alas ! it was not for such 
shocks that modesty was made. 
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"Jesus!" said Fleur-de-Lys hastily to the 
captain, **look there, fair cousin — ^it is that 
horrid gypsy-girl with the goat/' 

So saying, she turned to Phoebus. His 
eyes were fixed on the tumbrel. He was 
very pale. 

"What gypsy-girl with the goat?" he 
stammered. 

"Why," rejoined Fleiur-de-Lys, "do you 
not remember ?' ' 

Phoebus interrupted her : 

" I do not know what you mean." 

He stepped back to re-enter the room, but 
Fleur-de-L)rs, whose jealousy, already so 
deeply stirred by this same gypsy-girl, was 
now re-awakened, cast at him a glance full of 
penetration and mistrust. She now vaguely 
recollected having heard a captain mentioned 
who had been implicated in the trial of this 
sorceress. 

"What ails you?" said she to Phoebus; 
" one would think that this woman disturbed 
you." 

Phoebus forced a sneering smile. 

"Me! not the least in the world 1 Me, 
indeed !" 

" Remain, then," returned she imperiously, 
"and let us see the end." 

The unlucky captain was obliged to remain. 
He was somewhat reassured by the fact that 
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the condemned girl kept her eyes fixed upon 
the bottom of the tunbrel. It was but too 
truly La Esmeralda. In this last stage of 
ignominy and misfortune she was still beau- 
tiful; her great, dark eyes looked larger on 
account of the hoUowness of her cheeks; her 
pale profile was pure and sublime. She re- 
sembled what she had been, as a virgin of 
Masaccio resembles a Virgin of RaphaeFs, 
weaker, thinner, more delicate. 

Moreover, her whole being was tossed hithei 
and thither, and, save for her sense of mod- 
esty, she had abandoned everything, so 
utterly was she crudied by stupor and despair. 
Her body reboundcKi at every jolt of the cart, 
like some shattered, lifeless thing ; her gaze 
was fixed and unconscious ; a tear still lin- 
gered in her eye, but motionless, and as it 
were frozen. 

Meanwhile, the dismal cayalcade had trav- 
ersed the crowd, amid .shouts of joy and stare 
of the curious. Nevertheless, historical fidel- 
ity calls upon us to state that on seeing her 
so beautiful and so forlorn, many were moved 
to pity, even among the most hard-hearted. 
The tumbrel entered the Parvis. 

Before the central doorway of the chutch 
it stopped. The escort drew up in line on 
either side. The mob was silenced; and 
amid this silence so solemn and anxious the 
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two halves of the great door turned, as if of 
themselves, upon their hinges, which creaked 
like the sound of a fife. Then the deep in- 
terior of the church was seen in its whole 
extent, gloomy, hung with black, faintly 
lighted by a few wax tapers twinkling afar off 
upon the high altar, yawning like ^he mouth 
of a cavern upon the square resplendent 
with sunshine. At the farthest extremity in 
the dusk of the chancel, was dimly seen a 
colossal silver cross, standing out in relief 
against a black cloth, which hung from the 
roof to the pavement. The whole nave was 
deserted; but heads of priests were seen 
moving confusedly in the distant choir stalls ; 
and at the moment when the great door 
opened there burst from the church a loud, 
solemn and monotonous chant, hurling as it 
were in gusts, fragments of doleful psalms at 
the head of the condemned one : — 

"... Non timebo milUa populi circum- 
dantis me ; exsurge, DomifU :■ salvum me fac, 
Deus /" ( • . . I will not fear the thousands 
pf the people gathered about me ; arise, O 
Lord ! save me, O my God.) 

"... Salvum me fac^ DetiSy guoniam 
intraverunt aqua usque ad animam meamT^ 
( . . . Save me, O God ; albeit the waters 
have entered, even unto my soul.) 

" • . . Infixus sum in iimo profundi ; et 
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fum est substantia.^' ( . . . Behold^ I am 
set (bsA in the slime of the great deep and 
there is no gromid under my feet) 

At the same time anoth^ voice, separate 
from the choir, intoned from the steps of the 
high altar, this moumfol offertory : 

*/ . . . Qui verbum meum audita et credit 
ei qui misit me, habet vitam cetemamy et in 
judicium non venit; sed transit a morte in 
vitam J' ( . . . Whoso heareth my word, 
and bdieveth in him that sent me, hath life 
everlasting; he cometh not into judgment, 
but from death he passeth unto life.) 

This chant, which a few old men, biuied in 
their own gloom, sang from afar over this 
beautiful creatmre full of youth and life, 
wooed by the warm air of spring, and bathed 
in sunshine, was the mass for the dead. 

The people listened devoutly. 

The unfortimate girl, bewildered, seemed 
to lose her sight and her consciousness in the 
dark interior of the church- Her pale lips 
moved as if in prayer ; and when the hang- 
man's assistant approached to help her down 
from the cart, he heard her repeating in a 
whisper, this word : *' Phoebus.*' 

They untied her hands, made her alight, 
accompanied by her goat, which was also un- 
bound, and which bleated with joy at finding 
itself free. She was then led barefoot over the 
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hard pavement to the foot of the steps lead- 
ing to the portal. The cord about her neck 
trailed behind her like a serpent pursuing 
her. 

Then the chanting in the church ceased. 
A great gol(!en cross and a row of wax 
candles began to move through the gloom. 
The halberds of the motley dressed beadles 
clanked, and a few moments later a long pro- 
cession of priests in chasubles and deacons 
in dalmatics inarched solemnly towards 
the prisoner, singing psalms as they came 
into view. But her eyes were riveted upon 
him who walked at their head^ immediately 
after the cross-bearer. 

*'0h!" she said in a low tone with a 
shudder, " 'tis he again ! the priest!'* 

It was in fact the archdeacon. On his left 
walked the sub-chanter ;- and on his right, the 
precentor, carrying his staff of office. He 
advanced with head thrown back, eyes fixed 
and opened wide, chanting in a loud voice : 

^^ De ventre inferi clamavi^ et exaudisH 
vocem meatn.^^ (Out of the bowels of the 
earth I have called unto thee, and thou hast 
heard my voice.) 

^^ Et projecisti me in profundum in corde 
maris y et flumen circumdedit me,** (And 
thou hast cast me into the depths of the sea, 
and the waters have gone about me.) 
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When he appeared in the broad daylight, 
beneath the lofty arched portal, covered with 
an ample cope of silver, barred with a black 
cross, he was so pale that more than one 
amongst the crowd thought that one of the 
marble bishops kneeling upon tne monuments 
in the choir had risen and had come forth to 
receive on the threshold of the tomb her who 
was about to die. 

She, equally pale and rigid, hardly no- 
ticed that they had placed in her hand a 
heavy lighted taper of yellow wax. She had 
not heard the shrill voice of the clerk, reading 
the fatal lines of the penance ; only, when 
told to answer amen, she said "Amen I" It 
was only the sight of the priest making a 
sign to her guards to retire, and himself ad- 
vancing toward her, that brought back to her 
any sense of life and strength. 

Then the blood boiled in her veins, and a 
lingering spark of indignation was re-kindled 
in that already numb, cold soul. 

The archdeacon approached her slowly. 
Even in this extremity she saw him gaze upon 
her nakedness with eyes glittering with pas- 
sion, jealousy and desire. Then he said to 
her in aloud voice, "Yoimg woman, have 
you asked pardon of God for your sins and 
your offences?" He bent to her ear, and 
added (the spectators supposed that he was 
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receiving her last confession), ** Wilt thou be 
mine ? I can even yet save thee !" 

She looked steadily at him: "Begone, 
demon ! or I denounce thee !" 

He smiled — a horrible smile. " They will 
not believe thee. Thou wilt but add scandal 
to guilt. Answer quickly! wilt thou be 
mine?" 

"What hast thou done with my Phoebus?" 

" He is dead," said the priest. 

At this moment the miserable archdeacon 
raised his head mechanically, and saw, at 
the opposite side of the square, on the balcony 
of the Gondelaurier house, the captain 
standing by Fleur-de-Lys. He staggered, 
passed his hand over his eyes, looked again, 
muttered a malediction, and all his features 
were violently contorted. 

"Well, then, die, thou !" said he, between 
his teeth ; "no one shall have thee !" 

Then raising his hand over the gypsy, he 
exclaimed, in a sepulchral voice, " / nunc 
anima anceps^ et sit tibi Dens misericors.^^ 
(Go thy way now, lingering soul, and may 
God have mercy upon thee !) 

This was the awful formula with which it 
was the custom to close that gloomy ceremo- 
nial. It was the signal given by the priest to 
the executioner. 

The people knelt 
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" Kyrie Eleison / " (Lord> have mercy upon 
us !) said the priests, who remained beneath 
the arch of the portal. 

" Kyrie EUisonI'' repeated the throng, with 
that murmur which runs over a sea of heads, 
like the waves of a troubled sea. ^ 

"Amen 1" said the archdeacon. 

He tiuned his back upon the prisoner ; his 
head again fell upon his breast; his hands 
were crossed ; he rejoined his train of priests, 
and a moment later he disappeared with 
cross, candles and copes beneath the dim 
arches of the cathedral, and his sonorous 
voice gradually died away down the choir 
while chanting these words of despair : — 

" Omnes gurgites tut et flucius tut super me 
transicrunt r^ (All thy whirlpools, O Lord, 
and all thy waves, have gone over me 1) 

At the same time, the intermittent clang of 
the iron butts of the beadles' halberds dying 
away by degrees among the columns of the 
nave, sounded like a clock hammer striking 
the last hour of the condemned. 

The doors of Notre-Dame remained open, 
showing the interior of the church, empty, 
deserted, draped in mourning, torchless and 
voiceless. 

The condemned girl remained motionless 
in her place, awaiting her doom. One of 
the vergers was obliged to notify Maitre 
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Charmolue of the fact, who, diiring all this 
scene, had set himself to study that bas-relief 
of the great portal, representing, according 
to some, Abrahatp^ sacrifice, according to 
others the great Alchemical Operation, the 
sun being typified by the angel, the fire by 
the fagot and the operator by Abraham. 

He was with some difficulty withdrawn 
from this contemplation; but at length he 
turned, and at a sign from him, two men 
in yellow, the executioner's assistants, ap- 
proached the gypsy-girl to bind her hands 
once more. 

The unhappy creature at the moment of 
re-mounting the fatal cart, and setting out on 
her last stage, was perhaps seized with some 
poignant clinging to life. She raised her 
dry, red eyes to heaven, to the sun, to the 
silvery clouds, intermingled with patches of 
brilliant blue;j then she cast them around her 
upon the ground, the people, the houses. 
All at once, while the man in yellow was pin- 
ioning her arms, she uttered a terrible cry, 
a cry of joy. Yonder, on that balcony, at 
the comer of the Place, she had just caught 
sight of him, her friend, her lord, Phcebus, 
the other apparition of her life ! 

The judge had lied I the priest had lied ! it 
was he indeed, she could not doubt it He 
was there, handsome, alive, dressed in his 
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brilliant uniform, his plume on his head, his 
sword by his side 1 

"PhcebusI" she cried, " my Phoebus !*' 

And she tried to stretch towards him arms 
trembling with love and rapture, but they 
were bound. 

Then she saw the captain knit his brows ; 
a fine young woman, leaning upon his arm^ 
looked at him with scornful lip and angry 
eye ; then Phoebus uttered some words which 
did not reach her; and then he and the lady 
both disappeared precipitately through the 
window of the balcony, which closed after 
them. 

" Phoebus !" she cried, wildly ; " dost 
thou too believe it?" 

A monstrous thought had dawned upon her. 
She recollected that she had been condemned 
for the murder of Phoebus de Chateaupers. 

She had borne up until now, but this last 
blow was too severe. She fell senseless upon 
the ground. 

'* Come," said Charmolue, " carry her to 
the cart, and make an end of it." 

No one had observed in the gallery of 
statues of the kings, carved just above the 
arches of the portal, a strange-looking spec- 
tator, who, until now, watched all that passed 
with such impassiveness, a neck so out- 
stretched, a visage so deformed, that^ but for 
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his parti-colored red and violet garb, he 
might have been taken for one of the stone 
monsters through whose jaws the long gutters 
of the cathedral have disgorged themselves 
for six centuries past. This spectator had 
missed nothing that had taken place since 
midday in front of the portal of Notre-Dame* 
And at the very beginning, without any one 
noticing him, he had securely fastened to 
one of the small columns of the gallery a 
strong knotted rope, the other end of which 
trailed on the top of the steps below. This 
done, he began to look on tranquilly, whis- 
tling from time to time when a blackbird 
flitted past. 

Suddenly, at the moment when the execu- 
tioner's assistants were preparing to execute 
Charmolue's phlegmatic order, he threw his 
leg over the balustrade of the gallery, gripped 
the rope with his feet, his knees and his 
hands ; then he was seen to slide down the 
facade, as a drop of rain slips down a window- 
pane, run up to the two sub-executioners with 
the speed of a cat just dropped from a house- 
top, knock them down with two enormous 
fists, pick up the gypsy with one hand, as a 
child might a doll, and leap, at one bound, 
into the church, lifting the girl above his 
head, and shouting in a tremendous voice, 
"Sanctuary!" 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



21 6 NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

This was done with such rapidity that, had 
it been night> the whole might have been 
seen by the glare of a single flash of lightning. 

"Sanctuary I Sanctuary!" repeated the 
crowd; and the clapping of ten thousand 
hands made Quasimodo's only eye sparkle 
with joy and pride. 

This shock restored the prisoner to her 
senses. She raised her eyelids, looked at 
Quasimodo, then closed them again suddenly, 
as if terrified at her deliverer. 

Charmolue, the executioners and the whole 
escort were confounded. In fact, within the 
precincts of Notre-DamTe the condemned was 
inviolable. The cathedral was a recognized 
place of refuge; all temporal jurisdiction 
expired upon its threshold. 

Quasimodo had stopped under the great 
portal. His broad feet seemed to rest as 
solidly upon the floor of the church as the 
heavy Roman pillars themselves. His big 
bushy head was buried between his shoulders 
like the head of a lion, which also has a mane, 
but no neck. He held the trembling girl, 
suspended in his homy hands, like a piece of 
white drapery, but he carried her with as 
muc5i care as if he feared he should break or 
injure her. He seemed to feel that a thing so 
delicate, exquisite and precious was not made 
for such hands as his. At times he looked as 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



HEARTS DIFFERENTLY CONSTITUTED 21 7 

if he dared not touch her, even with his 
breath. Then, all at once, he would press 
her close in his arms to his angular breast, as 
his own, his treasure, as her mother might 
have done. His gnome-like eye, resting upon 
her, flooded her with tenderness, grief and 
pity, and was suddenly lifted, flashing fire. 
Then the women laughed and wept, the crowd 
stamped their feet with enthusiasm, for at that 
moment Quasimodo had a beauty of his own. 
He was fine ; he, that orphan, that foundling, 
that outcast; he felt himself august and 
strong; he looked fiill in the face that so- 
ciety from which he was banished, and into 
which he had so powerfully intervened ; that^ 
human justice firom which he had snatched its 
prey; all those tigers whose jaws perforce 
remained empty; those m3mnidons, those 
judges, those executioners; all that royal 
power which he, poor, insignificant being, 
had foiled with the power of God. 

Then, too, there was something touching 
in the protection afforded by a being so de- 
formed to a being so unfortunate; in the 
circumstance of a poor girl condemned to 
death being saved by Quasimodo. They were 
the two extremes, natural and social wretch- 
edness, coming into contact and aiding each 
other. 

However, after a few moments of triun^h. 
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Quasimodo plunged abruptly into the church 
with his burden. The people, fond of any 
display of prowess, sought him with their 
eyes imder the gloomy nave, regretting that 
he had so quickly withdrawn from their accla- 
mations. All at once he was seen to reappear 
at one extremity of the gallery of the king:: 
of France. He ran along it like a madman, 
holding his conquest aloft, and shouting: 
" Sanctuary !" Fresh plaudits burst from the 
multitude. Having traversed the gallery, he 
plunged again into the interior of the church. 
A moment later he reappeared upon the upper 
platform, with the g)rpsy still in his arms, still 
running wildly along, still shouting "Sanc- 
tuary I" and the throng applauded. Finally 
he made a third appearance on the top of the 
tower of the great bell: from thence he 
seemed to show exultingly to the whole city 
her whom he had saved ; and his thundering 
voice, that voice so rarely heard by any one, 
and never by himself, thrice repeated with 
frenzy that pierced the very clouds: ''Sanc- 
tuary 1 Sanctuary 1 Sanctuary!" 

"Noel! Noel!" cried the people in their 
turn; and that prodigious shout resounded 
upon the opposite shore of the Seine, to the 
astonishment of the crowd assembled in the 
Place de Gr^ve, and of the recluse who was 
still waiting with her eyes fixed on the gibbet. 
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DELIRIUM 

Claude Frollo was no longer in Notre-Dame 
when his adopted son thus abruptly cut the 
fetal knot in which the unhappy, archdeacon 
had bound the g)rpsy-girl and caught himself. 
On retiuning into the sacristy, he had torn 
off the albe, cope and stole ; flung them all into 
the hands of the amazed verger; fled through 
the private door of the cloister; ordered a 
boatman of the Terrain to carry him over to 
the left bank of the Seine, and pltmged in 
among the hilly streets of the University, 
going he knew not whither; meeting, at 
every step, parties of men and women hasten- 
ing gaily towards the Pont Saint Michel, in 
the hope that they might still "arrive in 
time" to see the witch hanged — ^pale, wild, 
more troubled, more blind and more fierce 
than a night bird let loose and pursued by a 

troop of children in broad daylight. He 
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knew not where he was, what he did, whether 
he dreamed. He went forward, walking, 
running, taking any street at random, making 
no choice, only urged ever by the Gr^ve, that 
horrible Gr^ve, which he confusedly felt to be 
behind him.- 

In this manner he skirted Mount Sainte 
Genevieve, and finally emerged from the 
town by the Porte Saint Victor. He con- 
tinued his flight so long as he could see, on 
turning, the towered enclosure of the Uni- 
versity, and the scattered houses of the 
&ubourg; but when at last a ridge com- 
pletely hid that odious Paris — ^when he could 
imagine himself a hundred leagues from it — 
in the country — in a desert — ^he paused, and 
it seemed to him as if he breathed more freely. 

Then frightful ideas rushed upon his mind. 
He saw once more clear into his soul, and 
shuddered. He thought of that unforttmate 
girl who had destroyed him, and whom he 
had destroyed. He cast a haggard eye over 
the two winding paths, along which fate 
had driven their separate destinies, to that 
point of intersection at which she had piti- 
lessly dashed them against each other. He 
thought of the folly of eternal vows, the 
emptiness of chastity, science, religion, virtue, 
the uselessness of God. He indulged in evil 
thoughts to his heart's content, and, while 
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plunging deeper into them, he felt as if the 
fiend were laughing within him. 

And, as he thus sifted his soul to the bot- 
tom, when he perceived how large a space 
Nature had prepared there for the passions, he 
sneered more bitterly still. He stirred up in 
the depths of his heart all his hatred, all his 
malevolence ; and he discovered with the cool 
eye of a physician examining a patient, that 
this hatred, this malevolence, were but viti- 
ated love, that love, the source of every virtue 
in man, turned to horrible things in the heart 
of a priest, and that a man constituted as he 
was, by making himself a priest, made him- 
self a demon. Then he laughed frightfully, 
and suddenly became pale again, in contem- 
plating the worst side of his fatal passion, of 
that corroding, venomous, malignant, im- 
placable love, which had driven one of them 
to the gibbet, the other to hell-fire ; her to 
condemnation, him to damnation. 

And then he laughed anew, as he reflected 
that Phoebus was alive; that, after all, the 
captain lived, was light-hearted and ha^^y, 
had finer doublets than ever, and a new mis- 
tress, whom he brought to see the old one 
hanged. And he sneered at himself with 
redoubled bitterness, when he reflected that, 
of all the living beings whose death he 
had desired, the only creature he did not 
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hate, was the only one who had not escaped 
him. 

Then his thoughts wandered from the cap- 
tain to the populace, and he was overcome 
with jealousy of an unheard of kind. He re- 
flected that the people, also, the entire mob, 
had had before their eyes the woman he 
loved, in her shift, almost naked. He wrung 
his hands in agony at the thought that the 
woman, whose form half seen by him alone in 
darkness, would have afibrded him supreme 
delight, had been exposed, in broad daylight, 
at noontide, to the gaze of a whole multitude, 
clad as for a bridal night. He wept with 
rage over all those m3rsteries of love profaned, 
sullied, exposed, withered forever. He wept 
with rage, picturing to himself the foul eyes 
that had been gratified by that scanty cover- 
ing, that this lovely girl, this virgin Uly, this 
cup of purity and delight, to which he dared 
not place his lips without trembling, had been 
converted, as it were, into a public trough, at 
which the vilest rabble of Paris, thieves, beg- 
gars, lackeys, had come to quaff together a 
shameless, impure and depraved pleasure. 

And when he strove to picture to himself 
the felicity which he might have found upon 
earth, had she not been a gypsy and he not a 
priest, had Phoebus never existed, and had 
she but loved him; when he imagined the 
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life of serenity and love which might have 
been possible for him too; when he thought 
. that there were at that viery instant happy 
couples here and there upon the earth, en- 
gaged in sweet converse, in orange groves, 
on the banks of murmuring streams, in the 
light of the setting sun, or under a starry 
sky, and that, had it been God's will, he 
might have formed with her one of those 
blessed couples — ^his heart melted in tender- 
ness and despair. 

Oh, she — still she ! It was this fixed idea 
that haunted him incessantly, that tortured 
him, that turned his brain and gnawed his 
vitals. He regretted nothing, repented noth- 
ing ; all that he had done, he was ready to do 
again; he liked better to see her in the hands 
of the executioner than in the arms of the 
captain. But he suffered; suffered so in- 
tensely, that at moments he tore out his hair by 
handfuls to see if it were not turning white. 

There was one moment, among the rest, 
when it occurred to him that, perhaps at that 
very minute, the hideous chain which he had 
seen that morning, was drawing its iron noose 
closer and closer aroimd that slender, graceful 
neck; this idea made the perspiration start 
from every pore. 

There was another moment when, laughing 
diabolically at himself, he pictiured to his 
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imagination, at one and the same time, La 
Esmeralda as on the first day he had seen her 
— ^lively, careless, joyous, gaily attired, danc- 
ing, winged, harmonious — and La Esmeralda 
of the last day, in her scanty shift, with the 
rope about her neck, slowly ascending with 
her naked feet the rough ladder to the gibbet. 
This double picture was so vivid that he uttered 
a terrific cry. 

While this whirlwind of* despair over- 
turned, broke, tore up, bent to the earth, 
uprooted all within him, he gazed upon nature 
around him. At his feet some fowls were 
pecking and scratching about among the 
bushes, enameled beetles crawled in the sun- 
shine. Over his head groups of dappled 
gray clouds sailed over a blue sky. In the 
horizon, the spire of the abbey of Saint Victor 
shot up its obelisk of slate above the inter- 
vening ridge of ground. And the miller of 
the Butte Copeaux whistled light-heartedly as 
he watched the steady-turning sails of his 
mill. All this active, industrious, tranquil 
life recurring around him in a thousand forms 
hurt him. He resumed his flight. 

Thus he sped through the country until 
nightfall. This flight from Nature, life, him- 
self, man, God, everything, lasted the whole 
day. Sometimes he threw himself face down- 
ward upon the earth, and tore up the young 
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corn with his nails. Sometimes he paused in 
some deserted village street, and his thoughts 
were so imendurable that he wotild seize his 
head in both hands, as if to tear it from his 
shoulders and dash it on the stones. 

Toward the hour of sunset he examined 
himself again, and found himself almost mad. 
The storm which had been raging within him 
from the moment when he had lost all hope 
and wish to save the gypsy, had left him un- 
conscious of a single sound idea, a single 
rational thought. His reason lay prostrate, 
almost utterly destroyed. His mind retained 
but two distinct images, La Esmeralda and 
the gibbet, all the rest was bkck. These two 
images together formed a horrible group; and 
the more he fixed upon them such power of 
attention and thought as he was yet master 
of, the more they seemed to increase accord^ 
ing to a fantastic progression — the one in 
grace, in charm, in beauty, in light, the other 
in horror — until, at last. La Esmeralda ap- 
peared like a star, the gibbet as an enormous 
iieshless arm. 

It is remarkable that, diiring all this torture, 
he never seriously thought of putting an end 
to himself. The wretch was made thus; he 
clung to life— perhaps, indeed, he really saw 
hell in prospect. 

Meanwhile, daylight was declining. The 
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living being still existing within him began 
vaguely to think of returning. He believed 
himself to be far from Paris; but, on looking 
arotmd, he discovered that he had only made 
the circuit of the University. The spire of 
Saint Sulpice and the three lofty pinnacles of 
Saint Germain-des-Prds, shot up above the 
horizon on his right. He bent his steps in that 
direction. When he heard the challenge of 
the abbot's men-at-arms around the battle- 
mentedwallsof Saint Germain, he turned aside, 
took a path that lay before him, between the 
abbey mill and the lazaretto of the suburb, 
and in a few minutes found himself upon the 
border of the Pr6-aux-Clercs. This meadow 
was celebrated by reason of the brawls which 
went on there night and day; it was the 
hydra of the poor monks of Saint Germain. 
QuodmonachisSancti Gertnani Pratensis hydra 
fuity clericis nova semper dissidiorum capita 
suscitantibus. (Which was the hydra of the 
monks of Saint Germain-des-Pr^, the laymen 
constantly raising some new heads of dissen- 
sion.) The archdeacon was afraid of meeting 
some one there; he dreaded any human face; 
he had avoided the University and the hamlet 
of Saint Germain ; he wished to go through the 
streets again as late as possible. He passed 
along the side of the Pr6-aux-Clercs, took the 
deserted path which separated it from the 
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Dieu-Neuf, and at length reached the water- 
side. There Dom Claude found a boatman, 
who, for a few farthings, took him up the 
Seine to the extremity of the island of the 
city, and landed him upon that uninhabited 
tongue of land where the reader has already 
beheld Gringoire musing, and which extended 
beyond the king's gardens, parallel to the 
islet of the Passeur-aux-Vaches. 

The monotonous rocking of the boat, and 
the murmur of the water, had somewhat 
stupefied the unhappy Claude. When the 
boatman had left him, he remained standing 
stupidly upon the bank, staring straight before 
him, and seeing everything in a sort of tremu- 
lous mist, which made all seem like a phan- 
tasmagoria. It is no uncommon thing for the 
exhaustion of violent grief to produce this 
effect upon the mind. 

The sun had set behind the lofty Tour de 
Nesle. It was now the twilight hour. The 
sky was white; the water of the river was 
white. Between these two white expanses the 
left bank of the Seine, on which his eyes were 
fixed, extended its sombre length, which, 
gradually diminishing in the perspective, 
plunged into the gray horizon like a black 
spire. It was covered with houses, of which 
nothing was distinguishable but the dark out- 
line standing out in strong relief in the dark 
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from the clear light of the ^y and the water. 
Lights began to glimmer here and there in the 
windows. The immense black obelisk, thus 
isolated between the two white masses of sky 
and river, the latter very broad just here, pro- 
duced a singular effect on Dom Claude, such 
as might be felt by a man lying flat on his 
back at the foot of the Strasburg Cathedral 
and gazing up at the enormous spire piercing 
the twilight shadows above his head ; only in 
this case it was Claude who was erect, and the 
obelisk which was horizontaL But as the 
river, reflecting the sky, deepened ind^nitely 
the abyss beneath him, the vast promontory 
seemed to shoot into space as boldly as any 
cathedral spire, and the impression ]:^xxluced 
was the same. The impression was made even 
stronger and more profound; that, although 
it was indeed the steeple of Strasburg, it was 
the steeple of Strasburg two leagues high; 
something unheard of, gigantic, immeasurable; 
a structure such as no human eye ever beheld; 
a Tower of Babel. The chimneys of the houses^ 
the battlements of the walls, the fantastically- 
cut gables of the roofs, the spire of the Augus- 
tines, the Tour deNesle — all these projections 
which indented the profile of the colossal 
obelisk — added to the illusion by their odd 
resemblance to the outline of a florid and 
fanciful sculpture. 
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Claude^ in the state of hallucination in 
which he then was, believed that he sa¥[ — 
saw with his bodily eyes — ^the pinnacles of 
hell. The innumerable lights gleaming ftom 
<me end to the other of the fearful tower, 
seemed to him to be so many openings of the 
vast furnace within ; the voices and the sounds 
which arose from it like so many shrieks 
and groans. Then he was terrified ; he 
clapp^ his hands to his ears that he might 
not hear, turned his back that he might not 
see, and fled from the frightful vision with 
hasty strides. 

But the vision was within him. 

When he once more entered the streets, 
the people passing to and fro in the light 
of the shop-windows appeared to him like 
an everlasting coming and going of spec- 
tres about him. There were strange noises 
in his ears; extraordinary fancies disturbed 
his brain. He saw neither houses, nor pave- 
ment, nor vehicles, nor men and women, 
but a chaos of undefined objects blending 
one into another. At the comer of the 
Rue de la Barillerie, there was a chandler's 
shop, which had its sloping roof above the 
window, according to immemorial custom, 
hung with tin hoops, from each of which 
was suspended a circle of wooden candles, 
which shook in the wind and rattled like cas- 
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tanets. He fancied he heard the heap of 
sl^letons at Mont£suicon knocking their bones 
against one another. 

"Oh!" muttered he, "the night wind 
dashes them one against another, and mingles 
the clanking of their chains with the rattling 
of their bones. Perhaps she too is there 
among them!" 

• Distracted, he knew not whither he went. 
Presently he found himself upon the Pont 
Saint Michel. There was a light in the win- 
dow of a ground-floor room — ^he went up to 
it. Through a cracked pane he saw a dirty 
room, which awakened confused recollections 
in his mind. In this room, ill-lighted by a 
small lamp, there was a young man, fair and 
fresh-looking, with a merry fece, throwing 
his arms, with boisterous laughter, about a 
girl very immodestly attired; and near the 
lamp there was an old woman spinning and 
dnging in a quavering voice. As the young 
man did not laugh constantly, the old 
woman's song made its way in fragments to 
the ear of the priest; it was something unin- 
telligible yet frightful : 

«* Growl, Grtvc! bark, Grtvcl 

Spin away, my distaff brave ! 
Let the hangman have his cord. 
That whistles in the prison-yard/ 

Growl, Gravel baric, Grdve ! 
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" Hemp, that makes the pretty rope— 

Sow it widely, give it scope- 
Better hemp, than wheaten sheaves ; 
Thief there's none that ever thieves 

The pretty rope, the hempen rope. 

«Baik, Grdve! growl, Gr^el 
To see the girl of pleasure brave 

Dangling on the gibbet high. 

Every window is an eye- 
Bark, Gr^e ! growl, Gr^e! " 

Thereupon the young man laughed and 
caressed the wench. The old woman was La 
Falourdel; the girl was a courtesan; the 
young man was his brother Jehan. 

He continued to gaze; as well this sight 
as another. 

He saw Jehan go to a window at the back 
of the room^ open it, cast a glance at the 
quay, where countless lighted windows 
gleamed in the distance, and heard him say, 
as he shut the window again : 

"By my soul, 'tis night already! The 
townsfolk are lighting their candles, and 
God Almighty his stars." 

Then Jehan came back to the wench, and 
smashing a bottle that stood on a table, ex- 
claimed : 

"Empty already, by Jove! and I have no 
more money. Isabeau, my dear, I shall not 
be satisfied with Jupiter until he has changed 
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your two white nipples into two black bottles, 
that I may suck Beaune wine from them day 
and night/' 

This fine piece of wit made the courtesan 
laugh, and Jehan took his departure. 

Dom Claude had barely time to fling him- 
self on the ground, in order to escape being 
met, looked in the face, and recognized by 
his brother. Luckily the street was dark, and 
the student drunk. Nevertheless, he noticed 
the archdeacon lying on the pavement in the 
mud. 

"Oh! oh!" said he, "here's a fellow who 
has been leading a jolly life to-day.'' 

He pushed Dom Claude with his foot, and 
the archdeacon held his breath. 

" Dead drunk !" resumed Jehan. " Come I 
he's full! a very leech loosed from a cask. 
He's bald," added he, stooping over him; 
" 'tis an old man — Fortunate old man / " 

Then Dom Claude heard him move off, 
saying: 

"All the same ! reason is a fine thing, and 
my brother, the archdeacon, is a lucky fellow 
to be wise and have money !" 

Then the archdeacon rose, and ran without 
halting to Notre-Dame, whose enormous 
towers he could see rising in the dark above 
the houses. 

When he arrived, panting, at the Place dn 
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F^irvis, he shrunk back, and dared not lift his 
eyes toward the fatal edifice. 

"Oh," he murmured to himself, **is it 
possible that such a thing took place here to- 
, day, this very morning !" 

However, he ventured to glance at the 
church. The front was dark, the sl^y beyond 
it glittered with stars, the crescent moon, in 
her flight upward from the horizon, at that 
moment reached the summit of the right hand 
tower, and seemed to have perched upon it, 
like a luminous bird, on the edge of the black 
trifoliated balustrade. 

The cloister door was closed ; but the arch- 
deacon always carried about him the key of 
the tower, in which was his laboratory; avail- 
ing himself of it he entered the church. 

He found within it the gloom and silence 
of a cave. By the heavy shadows falling on 
all sides in broad masses, he knew that the 
hangings put up for the morning's ceremony 
had not been removed. The great silver 
cross shone from the depths of the gloom, 
dotted with glittering points, like the milky 
way of that sepulchral night. The long win- 
dows of the choir showed the tops of their 
pointed arches above the black drapery, their 
stained glass panes admitting a faint ray of 
moonlight, had only the doubtful colors of 
the night, a sort of violet, white and blue, of 
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a tint to be found nowhere else but on the 
feces of the dead. The archdeacon^ seeing 
these wan spots all round the choir, thought 
he beheld the mitres of bishops gone to per- 
dition. He closed his eyes; and when he 
opened them again, he thought they were a 
circle of pale visages gazing at him. 

He fled across the church. Then it seemed 
to him as if the church itself took life and 
motion — that each of the great columns was 
tinning into an enormous paw that beat the 
ground with its big stone spatula, and that 
the gigantic cathedral was a sort of prodigious 
elephant, breathing and marching, with its 
pillars for legs, its two towers for tusks, and 
the immense black cloth for its housings. 

This fever, or madness, had reached such a 
pitch of intensity, that the external world 
was no longer anything to the unhappy man 
but a species of Apocalypse, visible, palpable, 
terrible. 

He had one moment of relief. As he 
plunged into the side aisles, he perceived a 
reddish light behind a group of pillars. He 
rushed towards it as to a star. It was the 
feeUe lamp which burned day and night 
above the public breviary of Notre-Dame 
beneath its iron grating. He cast his eye 
eagerly upon the sacred book, in the hope of 
finding there some sentence of consolation or 
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encouragement. The volume was open at 
this passage of Job, over which he ran his 
burning eye : 

"And a spirit passed before my face ; and 
I heard a small voice ; and the hair of my 
flesh stood up." 

On reading this dismal sentence, he felt as 
a blind man would whose fingers are pricked 
by the staff which he has picked up. His 
knees failed him, and he sank upon the pave- 
ment, thinking of her who had that day suf- 
fered death. Such awful fumes rose up and 
penetrated his brain, that it seemed to him as 
if his head had become one of the mouths of 
hell. 

He must have remained long in this pos- 
ture — neither thinking, nor feeling, helpless 
and passive, in the hands of the demon. At 
length some strength returned to him ; it oc- 
curred to him to take refuge in the tower, 
near his faithful Quasimodo. He rose ; and, 
as fear was upon him, he took the lamp of 
the breviary to light him. This was a sacri- 
lege ; but he had ceased to heed such trifles. 

He slowly climbed the stairs of the towers, 
filled with a secret dread, which must have 
been shared by the few passers-by in the 
square, who saw the mysterious light of his 
lamp moving at that late hour from loophole 
to loophole, to the top of the tower. 
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All at once he felt a breath of cool air on 
his fact, and found himself under the doorway 
of the upper gallery. The night was cold; 
the sky was streaked with hurr3ring clouds, 
whose large, white masses drifted one upon 
another like river ice breaking up after a frost. 
The crescent moon, stranded in the midst of 
them, looked like a celestial vessel caught 
among those icebergs of the air. 

He lowered his gaze and contemplated for 
a moment through the railing of slender col- 
umns which unites the towers, afar oflF, through 
a light veil of mist and smoke, the silent 
throng of the roo& of Paris, steep, innumer- 
able, crowded and small as the ripples of a 
calm sea on a summer night. 

The moon gave but a feeble light, which 
imparted to earth and sky an ashy hue. 

At this moment the Cathedral clock raised 
its shrill, cracked voice. Midnight rang out. 
The priest thought of mid-day. Twelve 
o'clock had come again. 

" Oh,*' he whispered to himself, ** she must 
be cold by this time." 

Suddenly a pufif of wind extinguished his 
lamp, and almost at the same instant there 
appeared, at the opposite comer of the 
tower, a shade, a something white, a shape, 
a female form. He started. By the side of 
this female form was that of a little goat. 
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that mingled its bleat with the last sound of 
thebelL 

He had strei^th enough to look— it was she ! 

She was pale, she was sad. Her hair fell 
over her shoulders as in the morning, but there 
was no rope about her neck, her hands were 
no longer bound ; she was free, she was dead. 

She was clad in white, and over her head 
was thrown a white veil. 

She came toward him slowly, looking up to 
heaven. The unearthly goat followed her. 
He felt as if turned to stone, and too heavy 
to escape. At each step that she advanced 
he took one backwards, and that was all. In 
this way he retreated beneath the dark arch of 
the stairway. He froze at the thought that 
she might perhaps enter there too; had she 
done so, he would have died of terror. 

She did, in fact, approach the staircase door, 
paused there for some moments, looked steadily 
into the darkness, without appearing to per- 
ceive the priest, and passed on. He thought 
she looked taller than when she was alive. He 
saw the moon through her white robes; he 
heard her breathe. 

When she had passed on, he began to de- 
scend the stairs as slowly as he had seen the 
spectre move, imagining himself a spectre 
also— haggard, his hair erect, his extinguished 
lamp still in his hand — and, as he descended 
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the spiral stairs, he distinctly heard in his 
ear a mocking voice repeating: ^'And a 
spirit passed before my face; and I heard 
a small voice ; and the hair of my flesh stood 
up. 
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II. 

HUNCH-BACKED, ONE-EYED, LAME 

Every town in the Middle Ages, and up to 
the time of Louis XII., every town in France 
had its places of refuge, or sanctuaries. These 
sanctuaries, amid the deluge of penal laws 
and barbarous jurisdictions that inundated the 
state, were like so many islands rising above 
the level of human justice. Any criminal 
i that landed upon them was saved. In each 
district there were almost as many of these 
places of refuge as there were of execution. 
The abuse of a privilege went side by side with 
the abuse of punishment — two bad things en- 
deavoring to correct each other. The royal 
palaces, the mansions of princes, and especially 
the churches, had right of sanctuary. Some- 
times an entire town which stood in need of 
re-population was made temporarily a place 
of refuge for criminals ; thus Louis XI. made 
all Paris a sanctuary in 1467. 

When once he had set foot within the asy- 
lum, the criminal was sacred; but he must 

239 
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beware of leaving it ; one step outside the 
sanctuary^ and he fell back into the flood. 
The wheel, the gibbet, the strappado, kept 
close guard around the place of refuge, watch- 
ing incessantly for their prey like sharks around 
a vessel. Condemned persons thus rescued 
have been knowp^to grow gray in ^cloister, 
on the staircase of a palace, in the garden of 
an abbey, in the porch of a church; in this 
way the sanctuary ^ itself was but 'a prison 
under another name. It sometimes happened 
that a solemn ordinance of the Barliament 
violated the sanctuary and gave up the con- 
demned to the hknds of the executioner, but 
this was a rare occurrence. The parliaments 
stood in fear of the bishops ; for when there 
was friction between th^ two robes, the t 
gown had but a poor chance against the cas- 
sock. Occasionally, however, as in the case 
of the assassins of Petit- Jean, the headsman 
of Paris, and in that of' Emery Rousseau, the 
murderer of Jean Valleret, justice overleaped 
the Church and passed on to the execution of 
its sentences. But, except by virtue of a de- 
cree of Parliament, woe to him who violated 
a place of sanctuary ! Everyone knows the 
fate of Robert de Clermont, marshal of France, 
and Jean de Chalons, marshal of Champagne ; 
and yet the case in question was merely that 
of one Perrin Marc, a money-changer's man. 
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a miserable assassin; but the two marshals 
had forced the doors of Saint Mfery ; therein 
lay the crime. 

Such was the respect with which sanctuaries 
were invested, that, according to tradition, 
it occasionally extended even to animals. 
A3rmoin relates that a stag, chased by Dago- 
bert, having taken refuge at the tomb of Saint 
Denis, the hounds stopped short, barking. 

Churches had usually a small retreat pre- 
pared for the reception of the suppliants. In 
1407 Nicolas Flamel had built for them upon 
the arches of Saint Jacques-de-la-Boucherie, a 
chamber which cost him four pounds sixpence, 
sixteen Paris farthings. 

At Notre-Dame it was a tiny chamber, situ- 
« ated on the roof of the side aisle beneath the 
flying buttresses, precisely at the spot where 
the wife of the present keeper of the towers 
has made a garden, ^yhich compares with the 
hanging gardens of Babylon, as a lettuce with a 
palm tree, or as a porter's wife with a Semiramis. 

Here it was that, after his wild and tri- 
umphal race along the towers and galleries, 
Quasimodo deposited La Esmeralda. So long 
as that race lasted, the damsel had not recov- 
ered her senses, half stupefied, half awake, 
having only a vague perception that she was 
ascending in the air, that she was floating, 
flying there, that something was carrying her 
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upward from the earth. From time to time 
she heard the loud laugh and the harsh voice 
of Quasimodo at her ear. She half-opened 
her eyes; then beneath her she saw, con- 
fusedly, Paris, all checkered with its countless 
roofs of tile and slate, like a red and blue 
mosaic, and above her head Quasimodo's 
frightful but joy-illumined fiace. Her eyelids 
fell; she believed that all was over, that she 
had been executed during her swoon, and that 
the misshapen spirit which had presided over 
her destiny had laid hold of her and was bear- 
ing her away. She dared not look at him, but 
surrendered herself to fate. 

But when the breathless and disheveled bell- 
ringer laid her down in the cell of refuge; 
when she felt his clumsy hands gently untying 
the cord that had cut into her arms, she ex- 
perienced that kind of shock which startles 
out of their sleep those on board a ship that 
runs aground in the middle of a dark night. 
Her ideas awoke also, and returned to her one 
by one. She saw that she was in Notre-Dame ; 
she remembered having been snatched from 
the hands of the executioner; that Phoebus 
was living ; that Phoebus loved her no longer; 
and these two ideas, one of which imparted so 
much bitterness to the other, presenting them- 
selves at once to the poor girl, she turned to 
Quasimodo, who remained standing before 
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her, and whose aspect frightened her, and 
said to him: " Why did you save me?" 

He looked anxiously at her, as if striving 
to guess what she said. She repeated her 
question. He then gave her another look of 
profound sadness, and fled. 

She was amazed. 

A few moments later he returned, bringing 
a bundle, which he laid at her feet. It con- 
tained apparel which certain charitable women 
had left for her at the threshold of the church. 

Then she looked down at herself, saw that 
she was almost naked, and blushed. Life had 
returned. 

Quasimodo seemed to participate in this 
feeling of modesty. Covering his eye with 
his broad hand, he again departed, but with 
lingering stepg. 

She hastily dressed herself. It was a white 
robe with a white veil, the habit of a novice 
of the H6tel-Dieu. 

She had scarcely finished before Quasimodo 
returned. He carried a basket under one 
arm and a mattress under the other. This 
basket contained a bottle, bread and some 
other provisions. He set the basket on the 
ground, and said, " Eat. " He spread out the 
mattress on the flag-stones, and said, *' Sleep." 

It was his own meal, his own bed, that the 
bell-ringer had brought her. 
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The Egyptian lifted her eyes to his face to 
thank him^ but could not utter a word. The 
poor fellow was absolutely hideous. She 
drooped her head with a thrill of horror. 

Then he said to her : 

"I frighten you. I am very ugly, a{n I 
not ? Do* not look at me, only listen to me. 
In the daytime you will stay here ; at night 
you can walk about all over the church. But* 
stir not a step out of it, either by night or by 
day. You would be lost. They would kill 
you, and I should die." 

Moved by his words, she raised her head to 
reply, but he was gone. Alone once more, she 
ponderQ^ on the singular words of this almost 
monstrous being, and struck by the tone of 
his voice, so hoarse and yet so gentle. 

She then began to examine her cell. It was 
a little room, some six feet square, with a 
small window and a door upon the slightly 
sloping roof of flat stones. A number of 
gutter-spouts, terminating in figures of ani- 
mals, seemed bending over her, and stretching 
their necks to look at her through the window. 
Beyond the roof she discerned many chimney- 
tops, from which issued the smoke of all the 
fires of Paris, a sad spectacle for the poor 
gypsy-girl, a foundling, condemned to death 
— an unfortunate creature, with neither coun- 
try, family nor home. 
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Just as the thought of her forlorn situation 
wrung her heart more keenly than ever, she 
felt a hairy, shaggy head push between her 
hands upon her lap. She started (everything 
alarmed her now), and looked down. It was 
the poor goat, the nimble Djali, who had 
escaped with her when Quasimodo scattered 
Charmolue's men, and who had been lavishing 
caresses on her feet for nearly an hour without 
obtaining a single glance. The g3rpsy covered 
it with kisses. *'0h, Djali," said she, "how 
I have forgotten thee I And yet thou thinkest 
of me. Oh, thou art not imgrateful !** 

At the same time, as if an invisible hand had 
lifted the weight which had so long held back 
her tears, she began to weep ; and as her tears 
flowed, she felt the sharpest and bitterest of 
her grief depart with them. 

When evening came she thought the night 
so beautiful, the moonlight so soft, that she 
made the circuit of the gallery which surrounds 
the church. It afforded her some relief, so calm 
did the earth appear when viewed from that 
height. 
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DEAF 

On the following morning she perceived, 
on awaking, that she had slept. This strange 
fact amazed her ; she had been so long unac- 
customed to sleep ! A bright beam from the 
rising sun came in at her window, and shone 
in on her face. But with the sun, she saw at 
the window an object that frightened her — 
the unfortunate face of Quasimodo. She in- 
voluntarily closed her eyes again, but in vain; 
she fancied that she still saw, through her rosy 
lids, that gnome's mask, one-eyed and gap- 
toothed. Then, still keeping her eyes shut, 
she heard a rough voice saying, very gently : 

*'Do not be afraid. I am your friend. I 

came to watch you sleep. It does not hurt 

you, does it, that I should come and see you 

sleep ? What does it matter to you if I am 

here when you have your eyes shut ? Now I 

am going. Stay, I have placed myself behind 

the wall; now you may open your eyes 

again.'* 
246 
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There was something still more plaintive 
tiian these words ; it was the tone in which 
they were uttered. The gypsy, touched by 
it, opened her eyes. He was no longer at 
the window. She went to it and saw the 
poor hunch-back crouching in a corner of the 
wall, in a sad and resigned attitude. She 
made an effort to overcome the repugnance 
with which he inspired her. *' Come hither/* 
she said to him, gently. From the motion of 
her lips Quasimodo thought she was bidding 
him to go away; then he rose up anil re- 
treated, limping, slowly, with drooping head, 
not venturing to raise to the y(^ung girl his 
face full of despair. " Couie hither, 1 :?ay,*' 
cried she; but he continued to move off. 
Then she darted out of the cclu rji. to him, 
and took hold of his arm. On IVe]:;ig her 
touch, Quasimodo trembled in every limb. 
He lifted a beseeching eye ; and finding that 
she was trying to draw him with her, his 
whole face beamed with joy and tenderness. 
She tried to make him enter her cell ; but he 
persisted in remaining on the threshold. 
'* No, no,*' said he, "the owl enters not the 
nest of the lark.** 

Then she threw herself gracefully upon her 
couch, with her goat fast asleep at her feet. 
Both were motionless (or several minutes, 
contemplating in silence — he, so much grace 
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— she, SO much ugliness. Every moment she 
discovered in Quasimodo some additional 
deformity. Her eye wandered from his 
crooked legs to the hump on his back, from 
the hump on his back to his one eye. She 
could not understand how a being so awk- 
wardly fisishioned could be in existence. But 
withal there was so much sadness and gentle- 
ness about him that she began to be reconciled 
to it. 

He was the first to break silence. ''So 
you were telling me to return." 

She nodded affirmatively, and said, ''Yes." 

He understood the motion of her head. 
"Alas !" said he, as though hesitating whether 
to finish, " I am — ^I am deaf." 

"Poor man!" exclaimed the g)l)sy-girl, 
with an expression of kindly pity. 

He smiled sorrowfully. 

"You think that was all I lacked, do you 
not? Yes, I am deaf. That is the way I am 
made. It is horrible, is it not? And you — 
you are beautiful." 

There was so deep a sense of his wretched- 
ness in the poor creature's tone, that she had 
not the courage to say a word. Besides, he 
would not have heard it. He continued : 

"Never did I see my ugliness as now. 
When I' compare myself with you, I do in- 
deed pity myself, poor unhappy monster that 
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I am. I must look to you like a beast, eh? 
You — ^you are a sunbeam, a dewdrop, a bird's 
song. As for me — ^I am something frightful, 
neither man nor beast — something harder, 
and more trodden under foot, and more un- 
shapely than a flint-stone." 

Then he began to laugh, and that laugh 
was the most heart-breaking tlung in the 
world. He went on: 

*^ Yes, I am deaf, but you will speak to me 
by gestxires, by s%ns. I have a master who 
talks to me that way. And then, I shall, 
very soon, know your wish from the move- 
m^it oi your lips, and from your look." 

*'Well then," replied she, smiling, "tell 
me why you saved me." 

He watched her attentively as she spoke. 

"I understand," he answered, '*you a^ 
me why I saved you. You have forgotten a 
poor wretch that tried to carry you off one 
Jiight-«« poor wretch to whom you brought 
relief, the very next day, on their infamous 
pillory; a drop of water and a little pity. 
That is more than I can repay with my 
life. You have forgotten that poor wretch, 
but he remembers." 

She listened to him with deep emotion. A 
tear started in the bell-ringer's eye, but it did 
not fall; he seemed to make it a point of 
honor to repress it. 
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"listen," he resumed, when he no longer 
feared that this tear would fall. " We have 
here very high towers ; a man who should fall 
from one would be dead before he touched 
the pavement; when it shall please you to 
have me to fall, you will not have to even 
utter a word ; a glance will suffice." 

Then he rose. This odd being, imhappy 
as the gypsy was, still aroused some compassion 
in her breast. She motioned to him to remain. 

"No, no," said he, "I must not stay too 
long, I am not at my ease. It is out of pity 
that you do not turn away your eyes. I will 
go where I can see you without your seeing 
me; it will be bettet so." 

He drew from his pocket a small metal 
whistle. * ' There, ' * said he ; " when you want 
me, when you wish me to come, when you do 
not feel too much horror at the sight of me, 
use this whistle. I can hear this sound. " 

He laid the whistle on the ground and fled. 
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' .. •{ •' .a-* -'-* r-f ed to thv «'';'■ I :i '♦ a 
i .-.',. h\ ' •' e grief, like c>':i.^i\e 
."* . I t V. :'i. M thin;;, which is of short d^ra- 
t ■....(. . 1 'le ;!uin<an heart cannot long remain 
in c'^iT extuTTiity. The gypsy had s'l hi -d 
so iv u < : h t hat surprise w as now t '"» e on' ) o r no- 
tion ot which she wa.- . ..j^-il .o. 

With the (^rl I.;; of v. :r!i\, 1. nnt h:;/' re- 
turned to her. Sbeva^ ■ ^-t cf ne pale pf 
society, out of the pate ot . 'c . Init she vaL^ielv 
felt that it might not jxr^a. ^ be impo^i. i- lo 
n-turn to them. She wa.s like one di-a-i. k:*^-- 
jiu! -n reserve a key to uef tcn?l\ 
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Time went on. 

Calm gradually returned to the soul of La 
Esmeralda. Excessive grief, like excessive 
joy, is a violent thing, which is of short dura- 
tion. The human heart cannot long remain 
in either extremity. The gypsy had suffered 
so much that surprise was now the only emo- 
tion of which she was capable. 

With the feeling of security, hope had re- 
turned to her. She was out <rf the pale pf 
society, out of the pale of life ; but she vaguely 
felt that it might not perhaps be impossible to 
return to them. She was like one dead, keep- 
ing in reserve a key to he/ tomb. 

She felt the terrible images which had so 
long beset her gradually &ding away. All the 
hideous phantoms, Pierrat Torterue, Jacques 
Charmolue, vanished from her mind — ^all, even 
the priest himself. 

And then, Phoebus was alive; she was sure 
of it ; she had seen him. To her the life of 

251 
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Phoebus was everything. After the series of 
fatal shocks which had laid waste all within 
her, she found but one thing intact in her 
soul, one sentiment — ^hcr love for the captain. 
Love is like a tree; it shoots of itself; it 
sends its deep roots through all our being, 
and often continues to iioiurish over a heart in 
ruins. » 

And the inexplicable part of it is that the 
blinder this passion the more it is tenacious. 
It is never stronger than when it is most un- 
reasonable. 

No doubt La Esmeralda could not think of 
the captain without a tinge of bitterness. No 
doubt it was frightful that he too should have 
been deceived ; that he too should have deemed 
such a thing possible; that he too should have 
conceived of a dagger's thrust coming from her 
who would have given a thousand lives to save 
him. But, after all, she must not blame him 
too severely; for had she not acknowledged 
her crime ? had she not pelded, weak woman 
as she was, to the torture ? The fault was all 
her own ; she ought rather to have let them 
tear the nails from her feet than such an 
avowal from her lips. But then, could she 
but see Phoebus once more, for a single min- 
ute, a word, a look, would suffice to undeceive 
him, to bring him back. She had no doubt 
of it. She also strove to account to herself 
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for many singiilar things ; for the accident of 
Phoebus's presence on the day of her penance, 
and for his being with a young lady. It was 
his sister, no doubt — an explanation by no 
means plausible, but with which she contented 
herself, because she mu^t needs believe that 
Phoebus still loved her, and her alone. Had 
he not sworn it to her? And what strcmger 
assurance did she require, simple and credu- 
lous as she was? And, furthermore, in the 
sequel of the affair, were not appearances much 
more strongly against herself than against 
him ? Therefore she waited and hoped. 

We may add that the church itself, the vast 
edifice which enveloped h6r upon every side, 
protecting her, guarding her, was a? sovereign 
tranquilizer. The solemn lines of its archi- 
tecture, the religious attitude of all the objects 
by which the girl was surrounded, the pious 
and serene thoughts escaping, as it were, from 
every pore of those venerable stones, acted 
upon her unconsciously. The structure had 
sounds, too, of blessedness and such majesty, 
that they soothed that suffering spirit. The 
monotonous chant of the performers of the 
service, the services of the people to the 
priests, now inarticulate, now in thundering 
loudness ; the organs bursting forth like the 
voice of a himdred trumpets ; the three bell- 
towers humming like hives of enormous bees 
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— all that orchestra, with its gigantic gamut, 
incessantly ascending and descending from 
the voice of the multitude to that of the 
tower, overruled her memory, her imagina- 
tion and her sorrow. The bells especially 
soothed her. It was like powerful magnetism 
which those vast machines poured in large 
waves over her. 

Thus each sunrise found her less pale, 
calmer, and breathing more freely. In pro- 
portion as her internal wounds healed, grace 
and beauty bloomed again on her counte- 
nance, but more retiring and composed. Her 
former character also returned — something 
even of her gaiety, her pretty pout, the fond- 
ness for her goat, her love of singing, her 
feminine bashfulness. She was careful to 
dress each morning in the comer of her little 
chamber, lest some inhabitant of the neighbor- 
ing garrets should see her through her window. 

When her thoughts of Phoeluis allowed her 
leisure, the gypsy-girl sometimes thought of 
Quasimodo. He was the only link, the only 
means of concmitmication with mankind, with 
the living, that remained to her. Poor child ! 
She was even more out of the world than 
Quasimodo himself. She knew not what to 
make of the strange Mend whom chance had 
given her. Often she reproached herself for 
not having a gratitude sufficient to shut her 
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eyes ; but, positively, she could not reconcile 
herself to the sight of the ringer ; he was too 
ugly. 

She had left the whistle he had given her 
lying upon the ground. This, however, did 
not prevent Quasimodo from reappearing, 
from time to time, during the first days. She 
strove hard to restrain herself from turning 
away with too strong an appearance of repug- 
nance when he came to bring her the basket 
of provisions or the pitcher of water ; but he 
always perceived the slightest motion of the 
kind, and went away sorrowful. 

One day he came at the moment she was 
caressing Djali. For a while he stood, full of 
thought, before the graceful group of the goat 
and the g3l>sy ; at length he said, shaking 
his heavy and misshapen head : 

"My misfortune is, that I am still too 
much like a man — ^would that I were wholly a 
beast, like that goat." 

She raised her eyes towards him with a look 
of astonishment. 

To this look he answered, "Oh, I well 
know why ! * * and went his way. 

Another time he came to the door of the 
cell (which he never entered) at that moment 
when La Esmeralda was singing an old Span- 
ish ballad, the words of which she did not 
understand* but which had lingered in her ear 
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because the gypsy-woman had lulled her to 
sleep with it when quite a child. At iht sight of 
that ugly face, which made its appearance so 
abruptly in the middle of her song, the gijrl 
broke it off with an involimtary gesture of 
alarm. The unhappy bell-ringer fell upon 
his knees on the threshold, and with a be* 
seeching look clasped his clumsy, shapeless 
hands. "Oh!" said he, sorrowfiilly, "go 
on, I pray you, and send me not away." She 
was unwilling to pain him; and so, trembHng 
all over, she resumed her song. By d^;rees 
her alarm subsided, and she abandoned her- 
self wholly to the expression of the plaintive 
air she was singing. He, the while, re- 
mained upon his knees, with his hands joined 
as in prayer, at^tive, Jiardly breathing, his 
gaze riveted upon the gypsy's brilliant eyes. 
It seemed as if he was reading her song from 
her eyes. 

On another occasion he came to her with 
an awkward and timid air. "Listen," said 
he, with an effort; '*I have something to say 
to you." She made him a sign that she 
was listening. Then he began to sigh, half 
opened his lips, seemed for a moment to be 
on the point of speaking, then looked at her 
again, shook his head, and slowly withdrew, 
his hand pressed to his brow, leaving the 
gypsy stupefied. 
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Among the grotesque figures carved upon 
the wall, there was one for which he had a 
particular afTection, and with which he often 
seemed to exchange fraternal glances. Once 
the gypsy heard him say to it : "Oh I why am 
I not of stone like thee ! " 

At last, one morning. La Esmeralda had 
advanced to the v&cgt of the roof, and was 
looking into the Place over the pointed roof 
of Saint- Jean -le-Rond. Quasimodo was 
there behind her. He used to so place him- 
self of his own accord, in order to spare the 
young girl as much as possible the unpleasant- 
ness of seeing him. Suddenly the gypsy 
started; a tear and a flash of joy sparkled 
simultaneously in her eyes; she ki»lt down 
on the edge of the roof, and stretched out 
her arms in anguish toward the Place, crying 
out " Phoebus ! oh, come I come hither ! One 
word! but one word, in heaven's name! 
Phoebus! Phoebus!*' Her voice, her face, 
her gesture, her whole person had die heart- 
rending aspect of a shipwrecked mariner 
making the signal of distress to some gay 
vessel passing in the distant horizon in a 
gleam of sunshine. 

Quasimodo leaned over and saw that the 
object of this tender and agonizing prayer 
was a young man, a captain, a handsome 
cavalier, glistening with arms and accoutre* 
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ments, prancing across the end of the square, 
and saluting with his plume a beautiful young 
lady smiling at her balcony. The officer, 
however, did not hear the imhappy girl call- 
ing him, for he was too far off. 

But the poor deaf man heard it. A deep 
sigh heaved his breast. He turned round. 
His heart was swollen with the tears which 
he repressed; his convulsively clenched fists 
struck against his head, and when he with- 
drew them there was in each of them a hand- 
ful of red hair. 

The gypsy was paying no attention to him. 
He said, in an undertone, grinding his 
teeth: 

'^Damnation I That is how one ought to 
look, then ! One need but have a handsome 
outside!" 

Meanwhile she remained kneeling, crying 
with extraordinary agitation : 

" Oh, there I he alights from his horse. He 
is going into that house. Phoebus I He does 
not hear me. Phoebus! Oh! that wicked 
woman, to talk to him at the same time that 
I do! Phoebus! Phoebus!'' 

The deaf man was watching her. He under- 
stood this pantomime. The poor ringer's eye 
filled with tears, but he let none fall. All 
at once he pulled her gently by the border of 
her sleeve. She turned round He had as- 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



EARTHENWARE AND CRYSTAL ^59 

sumed a look of composure, and said to her : 
" ShaU I go and fetch him?*' 

She uttered a cry of joy. 

" Oh, go ! go I Run ! quick ! — that captain, 
that captain! bring him to me! I will love thee ! * ' 

She clasped his knees. He could not help 
shaking his head sorrowfully. 

"I will bring him to you," said he, in a 
faint voice. Then he turned his head, and 
plunged hastily down the staircase, his heart 
bursting with sobs. 

When he reached the Place, he found only 
the handsome horse fastened at the door of the 
Gondelaurier mansion ; the captain had jiist 
gone in. 

He looked up at the roof of the church. 
La Esmeralda was still there, on the same 
spot, in the same postiure. He made her a 
melancholy sign of the head ; then set his 
back against one of the posts of the porch of 
the mansion, determined to wait until the 
captain should come forth. 

In the Gondelaurier house it was one of 
those gala days which precede a marriage. 
Quasimodo saw many people enter, and no 
one come out. From time to time he looked 
up at the roof of the church ; the gypsy did 
not stir any more than he. A groom came 
and untied the horse, and led him to the 
stable of the household. 
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TTie entire day passed thns — Quasimodo 
against the post, La Esmeralda upon the roof, 
Phoebus, no doubt, at the feet of Reur-de-Lys. 

At length night came; a dark, moonless 
night. In vain did Quasimodo fix his gaze 
upon La Esmeralda ; she was but a white spot 
in the twilight, then nothing was to be seen. 
All had vanished, all was black. 

Quasimodo saw the front windows from top 
to bottom of the G<Hidelaurier mansion illu- 
minated. He saw the other casements in the 
Place lighted one by one ; he also saw them 
extinguished to the very last, for he remained 
the whole evening at his post. The offica: 
did not come forth. When the last passers-by 
had returned home, when the windows of all 
the other houses were in darkness, Quasimodo 
remained entirely alone, entirely in the dark. 
There were at that time no lamps in the 
square of Notre-Dame. 

But the windows of the Gondelauri^ man- 
sion continued lighted, even after midnight. 
Quadmodo, motionless and attentive, b^eld 
a throng of lively dancing shadows pass 
athwart the many colored painted panes. 
Had he not been deaf, in proportion as the 
murmur of sliunbering Pans died away, he 
would have heard more and more distinctly, 
from within the Logis Gondelaurier, a sound 
of feasting, laughter and nusic. 
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Towards one o'clodc in the morning the 
guests began to take their leave. Quasimodo, 
wrapped in darkness, watched them all pass 
out tkrough the pordi ; none of them was the 
ca ^ptf*^fnt 

He was full of melancholy thoughts; at 
times he looked up into the .air, Hke one 
weary of waiting. Great black clouds, heavy, 
torn, split, himg like ragged festoons of crape 
beneath the starry arch of night 

In one of those moments he suddenly saw 
the long folding window that opened upon 
the balcony, whose stone balustrade projected 
above his head, mysteriously open. The frail 
glass door gave passage to two persons,- then 
closed noiselessly behind diem. It was not 
without difficulty that Quasimodo, in the 
dark, recc^ized in the man the handsome 
captain, in the woman, the young lady whom 
he had seen in the morning welcoming the 
officer from that very balcony. The square 
was quite dark, and a double crimson curtain, 
which had fallen behind the gkiss door the 
moment it closed, allowed no light to reach 
the balcony from the apartment. 

The young man and the young gid, as far 
as our deaf man could judge without hearing 
a word they said, appeared to abandon them- 
selves to a very tender tftte-^-t€te. The young 
lady seemed to have permitted the officer to 
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make a girdle for her waist of his arm, and 
was gently resisting a kiss. 

Quasimodo looked on from below this 
scene, all the more interesting to witness, as 
it was not intended to be seen. He con- 
templated, with bitterness, that happiness, 
that beauty. . After all, nature was not silent 
in the poor fellow, and his vertebral colunm, 
wretchedly distorted as it was, quivered no 
less than another's. He thought of the miser- 
able portion which Providence had allotted to 
him; that woman, love and its pleasures, 
would pass forever before his eyes without his 
ever doing anything but witness the felicity 
of others. But what pained him most of all 
in this spectacle, what mingled indignation 
with his chagrin, was the thought of what the 
gypsy would suffer could she behold it. True 
it was that the night was very dark, that La 
Esmeralda, if she had remained at the same 
place, as he doubted not she had, was at a 
considerable distance, and that it was all that 
he himself could do to distinguish the lovers 
on the balcony ; this consoled him. 

Meanwhile their conversation grew more 
and more animated. The young lady seemed 
to be entreating the officer to ask nothing 
more from her. Quasimodo could only dis- 
tinguish the fair clasped hands, the mingled 
smiles and tears, the young girl's glances 
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directed to the stars, and the eyes of the cap- 
tain lowered ardently upon her. 

Fortunately, for the young girl was begin- 
ning to resist but feebly, the door of the bal- 
cony suddenly reopened, and an old lady 
made her appearance; the young beauty 
looked confused, the officer annoyed, and all 
three went in. 

A moment later a horse was prancing tmder 
the porch, and the brilliant officer, enveloped 
in his night cloak, passed rapidly before 
Quasimodo. 

The bell-ringer allowed him to turn the 
comer of the street, then ran after him, 
with his ape-like agility, shouting: "Hi! 
captain!" 

The captain halted. 

"What does the rascal want with me?" 
said he, espying in the dark that uncouth fig- 
ure running toward him limping. 

Quasimodo, however, had come up to him, 
and boldly taken his horse by the bridle: 
"Follow me, captain ; there is one here who 
desires to speak with you." 

"By Mahound's horns," grumbled Phoebus, 
"here's a villainous ragged bird that I fancy 
I've seen somewhere. Hello! sirrah! leave 
hold of my horse's bridle ! 

"Captain," answered the deaf man, "do 
you not ask me who it is?" 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



264 NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

"I ten thee to let go my horse," returned 
Phoebus, impatiently. ''What means die 
rogue hanging thus from my bridle rein? 
Dost thou take my horse for a gallows?" 

Quasimodo, fan from releasing the bridle, 
was preparing to make him turn round. Un- 
able to comprehend the captain's reastance, 
he hastened to say to him: 

''Come, captain; 'tis a woman who is 
waiting f(nr you." He added, widi an effort, 
"a woman who loves you." 

"A rare varlet !" said the captain, "who 
thinks me obliged to go after every woman 
that loves me, or says she does — and if per- 
chance she resembles thee with thy fisure of a 
screech-owl? Tell her that sent thee that I 
am going to be married, and that she may go 
to the devil." 

"Hark ye!" cried Quasimodo, thinking 
to ovCTcome his hesitation with a word; 
"come, monseigneur; 'tis the gypsy-girl 
that )rou know of." 

This word did, in &ct, make a great im- 
pression on Phoebus, but not that whidi the 
deaf man expected. It will be remembered 
that our gallant officer had retired widi Fleur- 
de-Lys several moments before Quasimodo had 
rescued the condemned girl from the hands of 
Charmolue. Since then, in all his visits at 
the Logis Gondelaurier, he had taken care not 
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to n^ntion that woman, the recollection of 
whom was besides painful to him ; and Flenr- 
de-LySy on her part, had not deemed it politic 
to tell him that the gypsy was alive. Hence, 
Phoebus believed poor Similar dead a month 
or two ago. Add to this, for some momioits 
the ca|>tain had been thinking of the extreme 
darkness of the night, the supernatural ugli- 
ness and sepulchral voice of the strange mes- 
senger; that it was past midnight; that the 
street was as solitary as the night that the 
spectre monk had accosted him, and that his 
horse panted as it looked at Quasimodo. 

"The gypsy 1" he exclaimed, almost fright- 
ened. "How now! Art thou come from 
the other world ?" And he laid his hand on 
the hilt of his dagger. 

"Quick! quick!** said Ac deaf man, en- 
deavoring to drag the horse along; "this 
way!*' 

Phoebus dealt him a vigorous kick in the 
breast. 

Quasimodo's eye flashed. Hemadeamove- 
ment as if to fling himself upon the obtain. 
Then, checking himself, he said : 

"Oh, how happy you are' to have some one 
who loves 3^011 !** 

He en^)hasized the words " some one,' ' and 
leaving hold of the horse's bridle, said : 

"Begone!" 
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Phoebus spurred on in all haste, swearing. 
Quasunodo watched him disappear in the 
misty darkness of the street. 

"Oh!" said the poor deaf creature to him- 
self, "to refuse that!" 

He returned to Notre-Dame, lighted his 
lamp, and climbed up the tower again. As 
he expected, the gypsy-girl was still at the 
same spot. 

The moment she perceived he was coming 
she ran to meet him. 

"Alone!" she cried, clasping her pretty 
hands in anguish. 

"I could not find him again," said Quasi- 
modo coldly. 

* * You should have waited for him all night, ' ' 
returned she passionately. 

He saw her angry gesture, and imderstood 
the reproof. 

"1*11 watch him better another time," said 
he, hanging his head. 

"Get you gone," said she. 

He left her. She was dissatisfied with him. 
He would have preferred being chidcd by her 
than to cause her pain. He had kept all the 
grief for himself. 

From that day forward the gypsy saw him 
no more ; he ceased coming to her cell. Now 
and then, indeed, she caught a distant glimpse 
of the ringer's countenance looking mourn- 
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fully upon her from the top of some tower ; 
but as soon as she perceived him, he would 
disappear. 

We must admit that she was but little trou- 
bled by the voluntary absence of the poor 
hunch-back. At the bottom of her heart she 
felt grateful to him for it. Nor was Quasimodo 
himself under any delusion upon this point. 

She saw him no more, but she felt the pres- 
ence of a good genius about her. Her pro- 
visions were renewed by an invisible hand 
while she slept. One morning she found 
upon her window-sill a cage of birds. Over 
her cell there was a piece of sculpture that 
frightened her. She had repeatedly evinced 
this feeling in Quasimodo's presence. One 
morning (for all these things were done in the 
night) she saw it no longer; it had been broken 
off. He who had climbed to that piece of 
carving must have risked his life. 

Sometimes, in the evening, she heard the 
voice of one concealed behind the great blind 
of the belfry, singing, as' if to lull her to sleep, 
a melancholy and fantastic song, verses with- 
out rhyme or rhythm, such as a deaf man 
might make : 

Oh, look not on the face, 
Young maid, look on the heart : 

The heart of a fine young man is oft deformed ; 

There are some hearts will hold no love for long. 
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Yowif maid, the pine's mot ftk to lec^ 
Not &tr to the eye as the poplar^ 
Yet it keeps its leaves in winter-time. 
Alas! it's Yain to talk of this: 
What is not fair ou^^ not to be — 
Beantj win <ml7 bcaaly love— 
Apni looks Dot oo Jannsy. 

Beantyis perfect, 
Beanty wins all, 
Beanty ^one exists not by hM 

The crow flies but by day ; 
The owl flies but by night; 
The swan flies night and day. 

On waking one nMMningy she saw in her 
window two jars full of fioweFs; one of 
them a glass vessel, very beautiful and bril- 
liant, but cracked; it had let all the water 
escape, and the flowers it contained werei 
£uded. The other vessel was of earthen- 
ware, rude and common, but it had kept 
the water, so that its flowers were fresh and 
blooming. 

I do not know whether she did it intention- 
ally, but La Esmeralda took the faded nosegay 
and wcure it all day in her bosom. 

That day she did not hear the voice from 
the tower singing. 

She felt little concern about it. She passed 
her days in caressing Djali, watching the door 
of the Logis Gondelaurier, in talking low to 
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herself about Phoebus, and crumbling her 
bread to the swallows- 
She had altogether ceased to see or to hear 
Quasimodo. The poor ringer seemed to have 
departed from the church. One night, how- 
ever, as she lay wakeful, thinking of her hand- 
some captain, she heard a sigh, near to her 
cell. She rose up affrighted, and saw, by the 
moonlight, a shapeless mass lying before her 
door. It was Quasimodo sleeping there upon 
the ^ones. 
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Meanwhile public rumor had acquainted 
the archdeacon with the miraculous manner 
in which the g)rpsy-girl had been saved. 
When he learned this, he felt he knew not 
what He had reconciled his mind to the 
thought of La Esmeralda's death, and thus he 
had become calm ; he had touched the depths 
of possible grief. The human heart (and 
Dom Claude had meditated upon these mat- 
ters) cannot contain more than a certain 
quantity of despair. When the sponge is 
thoroughly soaked, the sea may J)ass over it 
without its imbibing one tear more. 

Now, Esmeralda being dead, the sponge 
was filled to its utmost ; all was over for J3om 
Claude upon this earth. But to feel that she 
was alive, and Phoebus also— that was the re- 
commencement of torture, of pangs, of vicissi- 
tudes, of life — ^and Dom Claude was weary of 
all that. 

When this piece of intelligence reached 
270 
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THE KEY OF THE RED DOOR 271 

him> he shut himself in his cloister cell. He 
appeared neither at the conferences of the 
chapter, nor at the services in the church. 
He closed his door against every one, even the 
bishop. He kept himself thus immured for 
several weeks. He was thought to be ill, and 
so indeed he was. 

What was he doing, shut up thus ? With 
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motive could hare oiged Quasimodo to save 
her. He was an eye-witness to a thousand 
little scenes whidi pass^ between the gypsy 
and the ringer; where^ in their gestures^ as 
seen at diat distance and commented on by 
his passion, appeared to him most tender. 
He distrusted woman's capricionsness. Then 
he felt confusedly arising within him a jealousy 
such as he had never imagined; a jealousy 
which made him redden with shame and in- 
dignation. ''As for the C3i:ptain,** dioug^ 
he, " that might pass — ^but this one I" And 
the idea overpowered him. 

His nights were frightfuL Snce he knew 
the gypsy-girl to be alive, those cold images 
of spectres and the grave, ndiich had beset 
him for a whote day, had vanished from his 
spirit, and the flesh b^;an again to torment 
htm. He writhed upcm his bed at the thought 
that the daric-skinned damsel was so near 
him. 

Each nig^t his delirious imagination repre- 
sented to him La Esmeralda in all the attitudes 
diat had most strongly excited his passion. 
He beheld her stretched across the body of the 
poniarded captain, her eyes closed, her fair 
neck crimsoned with the blood of Phoebus ; 
at that moment of wild delight when the arch- 
deacon had imprinted on her pale lips that 
kiss of which the unfortunate giii, half dying 
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as she was, had felt the burning pressure. 
Again he beheld her undressed by the savage 
hands of the torturers, letting them thrust her 
little foot naked into the horrid iron-screwed 
buskin, her round and delicate leg, her white 
and supple knee ; and then he saw that ivory 
knee alone appearing, all below it being en- 
veloped in Torterue's horrible apparatus. He 
figured to himself the young girl, in her slight 
chemise, with the rope about her neck, with 
bare feet and uncovered shoulders, almost 
naked, as he had seen her upon the last day. 
These voluptuous images made him clench 
his hands, and sent a shiver through his frame. 

One night in particular, they so cruelly in- 
flamed his priestly virgin blood, that he tore 
his pillow with his teeth, leaped from bed, 
threw a surplice over his night-robe, and went 
out of his cell with his lamp in hand, half 
naked, wild, with flaming eyes. 

He knew where to find the key of the red 
door, opening from the cloister into the 
church ; and, as the reader is aware, he always 
carried atxMit him a key of the tower stair- 
case. 
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VI. 



SEQUEL TO THE KEY OF THE RED 
DOOR 

That night La Esmeralda had fallen asleep 
in her little chamber^ full of forgetfulness, of 
hope and of happy thoughts. She had been 
sleeping some time, dreaming, as usual, of 
Phcebusy when she thought she heard some 
noise about her. Her sleep was light and 
restless — ^the sleep of a bird; the slightest 
thing awakened her. She opened her eyes. 
The night was very dark. Yet she discerned 
at the little window a face regarding her ; 
there was a lamp which cast its light upon 
this apparition. The moment that it per- 
ceived itself to be observed by La Esmeralda, 
it blew out the lamp. Nevertheless, the 
young girl had caught a glimpse of its 
features; her eyelids dropped with terror. 
*'0h!" said she in a faint voice, " the priest !" 

All her past misfortune flashed upon her 
mind, and she fell back frozen upon her bed 
with horror. 

A moment after, she felt a contact the 
274 
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whole length of her body, which made her 
shudder so violently that she started up in 
bed wide awake and furious. The priest had 
glided to her side and clasped her in his arms. 

She strove to cry out, but could not. 

* * Begone, monster ! begone, assassin 1 ' ' said 
she, in a voice low and faltering with anger 
and horror. 

*' Mercy! mercy 1" murmured the priest, 
pressing his lips to her shoulders. 

She seized his bald head with both her hands 
by the remaining hairs, and strove to repel his 
kisses, as if he had been biting her. 

"Mercy!" repeated the wretched man. 
"Didst thou but know what is my love for 
thee ! 'Tis fire ! 'tis molten lead ! 'tis a thou- 
sand daggers in my heart !" 

And he held back both her arms with super- 
human strength. Quite desperate, " Let me 
go," she cried, " or I spit in thy face !" 

He released her. " Villify me, strike me, 
be cruel, do what thou wilt, but have mercy ! 
love me!" 

Then she struck him with the fury of a 
child. She drew up her beautiful hands to 
tear his face. " Begone, demon !" 

"Love me I love me! have pity!" cried 
the poor priest, rolling upon her and answer- 
ing her blows with caresses. 

All at once she felt that he was overpower- 



Digiti: 



ized by Google 



2^6 NOTRE-DAME OF PARIS 

ing her. *' There must be an end of this," 
said he, grinding his teeth. 

She was conquered, crushed and quivering 
in his arms. She felt a lascivious hand wan- 
dering over her. She made a last effOTt, and 
shrieked: **Helpl help mel A vampire! a 
vampire!" 

But nothing came. Only Djali was awake 
and Heated piteously. 

*' Silence !" said the panting priest. 

Suddenly, in the midst of her struggles, as 
the gypsy retreated upon the floor, her hand 
came in contact with something cold and 
metallic. It was Quasimodo's whistle. She 
seized it with a convulsion of hope, put it to 
her lips, and blew with all her remaining 
strength. The whistle sounded clear« shrill, 
piercing. 

"What is that?" said the priest. 

Almost at the same instant he felt himself 
lifted by a vigorous arm. The cell was dark; 
he could not clearly distinguish who it was 
that held him thus ; but he heard teeth clench- 
ing with rage, and there was just light enough 
mingled with the darkness for him to see shin- 
ing over his head a large cutlass. 

The priest thought he could discern the 
form of Quasimodo. He supposed it could 
be no other. He recollected having stumbled, 
in entering, over a bundle that was lying across 
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the doorway outside. Yet, as the new-comer 
uttered no word, he knew not what to think. 
He threw himself upon the arm that held the 
cutlass, crying, "Quasimodo!** forgetting, in 
that moment of distress, that Quasimodo was 
deaf. 

In the twinkling of an eye the prie$t was 
thrown upon the floor, and felt a knee of lead 
weighing upon his breast. By the angular 
imprint of that knee he recognized Quasi- 
modo. But what was he to do? how was he 
to make himself known to the other ? Night 
made the deaf man blind. 

He was lost. The young girl, devoid of 
pity, as an enraged tigress, did not interfere 
to save him. The cutlass approadied his head ; 
the moment was critical. Suddenly his ad- 
versary appeared to hesitate. *' No blood upon 
her!'* said he, in an undertone. 

It was, in fact, the voice of Quasimodo. 

Then the priest felt the great hand dragging 
him by the foot out of the cell ; it was there 
he was to die. Luckily for him, the moon 
had been risen for a few moments. 

When they had cleared the door of the 
chamber, its pale rays fell upon the featiures 
of the priest. Quasimodo looked in his £ace ; 
a tremor came over him ; he relaxed his hold 
of die priest and shrank back. 

The gypsy having come forward to the 
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threshold of her cell, was surprised to see them 
suddenly change parts ; for now it was the 
priest who threatened, and Quasimodo who 
implored. 

The priest, heaping gestures of anger and 
reproof upon the deaf man, violently mo- 
tioned to him to withdraw. 

The deaf man bowed his head, then came 
and knelt before the gypsy's door. **Mon- 
seigneur,'* said he, in a tone of gravity and 
resignation, '' aftarwards you will do what you 
please, but kill me first." 

So saying, he presented his cutlass to the 
priest ; and the priest, beside himself, rushed 
forward to grasp it ; but the girl was quicker 
than he. She snatched the cutlass from Quasi- 
modo's hand, and burst into a frantic laugh. 
"Approach I" said she to the priest. 

She held the blade aloft. The priest hesi- 
tated. She would certainly have struck. 
"Thou durst not approach now, coward!" 
she exclaimed. Then she added, in a pitiless 
accent, and well knowing that it would be 
plunging a red-hot iron into the heart of the 
priest: "Ha! I know that Phoebus is not dead!" 

The priest overthrew Quasimodo with a kick, 
and pltmged, trembling with rage, under the 
vault of the staircase. 

When he had gone, Quasimodo picked up 
the whistle that had just saved the gypsy. 
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**It was growing rusty," said he, as he 
gave it to her, and then he left her alone. 

The yoiing girl, overpowered by this violent 
scene, fell exhausted upon her couch, and 
burst into a flood of tears. Again her hori- 
zon was growing overcast. 

As for the priest, he had groped his way 
back into his cell. 

'Twas done. Dom Claude was jealous of 
Quasimodo. He repeated pensively to himself 
his fatal sentence : "No one shall have her !" 
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